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BO OEs Printed for J. To xs oN and J. War rs 


is Day is Publiſh 4 the Setend Edition, Printed in Otav, of 
1 Jt 8 | | /Þ- \F | : 1 
3 #,* Fifty One NEW FABLES in verſe (invented for the Amuſ 
1 | 5 | | h ment of His Highneſs V | LLIA M 7 Duke of Cumberland) By Mr 


3 Sa: With. fifty one Cuts, defign's by Mr. Kent and Mr. HMotton, and En, 
N graved by Mr. Baron, Mr. Vandergucht and Mr. Fourdrinier. | 


| This Day is alſo Publiſh'd, Printed in Twel ves, the Second Edition of 
® N 1 It The Works of Mr. Henry Needley ; confiſting of ORIGINA[; 


= PUEMS, TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYS and LETTERS. Ns 
EM: mo parum diu vixit, qui Virtutis perfect perfecto functus eſt munere. Cicer 


| de contemnenda Morte. Publith'd by Mr. Duncombe. Sold by F. Kut 
ton in St. Pauls Church-Yard; A. Bettefworth, F. Osborne, and T. Longman 
* in Pater-nnfter Row; F. Pemberton in Fleet-Street; V. Hinchliffe under the 
| Royal-Exchange; and A, Milar, at Buchanau's Head againſt St, Clemei'g 
3 Church in the Strand, © 3 . 
F: % e | | | 
; . Fuſt Paubliſti d, neatly Printed in Twelves, adorn d with twenty ix Ce 
= Plates, curiouſly Ingrav'd by Mr. Gerard Vandergucht, 


e * Les AVANTURES de TELEMAQUTE Fils d'Ulyfle. Pi 
feu Meſſire Frangois de Salignac de la Morte Fenelon, P ecepteur de Meſ 
ſeigneurs les Entens de France, & depuis Archereque-Duc de Cambrij 
Prince du ſaint Empire, &c. Nouvelle Edition confor me au Manuſcript 
original. Avec des Remarques pour Teclairciſſement de cet Ouvnge 


Steedily will be Publiſh'd, in one Volume in Odlavo, ehe Second Edition of 


e. The VOYAGES and ADVENTURES of Captain RO 
f 1 | BERT BOYLE, in ſeveral Parts of the World, Iatermix'd with chi 
If. : _ STORY-of Mrs. VIELARS an- Engliſh- Lady, with whom he mai 


7 | his ſurpriſing Eſcape from Barbary ; The Hiſtory of an Italian Captive 
3 and The Lite ot Don Pedro Aquila, & c. Full of various and amazing Tus 


8 of Fortune. To which is added, The Voyage, Shipwreck, and Miraculoul 
Peicſer ration of RICHARD CASTEL MAN, Gent. Treaſwe ! 
I Lui Majeſiy's Company of Comedians at the Theatre-Royal in Drurp. Lau 


| With a Dcſc:ptioa ot "the City of Philadelphia, and the Country 
3 Penſylvania. . g | TOE Er FE 


> 422-4 ; . „ 8 + A : a * 


s DOUBLE FALS HOOD; or, The DISTREST LOVERS 
bk A Pay, as it is Ated at the Theatre-Royal in Drary-Lane. Written Ori 
OO © ginally by WW Shakeſpeare;-ang-now Reviſed and Adapted to the Stage b 
| Mr. Theobald, the Author of Shakeſpeare Reſtor d. * 


'TheDISSEMBLED WAN TONI or, My SON get MONEY 
A Camedy, Wrinen by Mr, Maſfeg, 


* 
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eliſbTrea tre 
eus tſelf, with This 
Play, at Your M AJ E- 
41 Feet, for Fa- 
vour and Support. 

A their Publick Diverſions are a 
| ork Indication of the Genius of 


a People ; ; the following Scenes are 
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1 "PEDICATIO. N. 
£ an 42 to Eſtabliſh ſuch, as are . 


nan Inſtance, chat an Engliſh Come- I i 
dy may, to an unuſual Number of Wh 
Days, bring many Thouſands of i 
His Majeſty s good Subjects toge- 
1 cher, to their Emolument and De- 
light, with Innocence. And howe- 
ver little Share of that Merit my 

unequal Pen may pretend to, yet 
1 hope the juſt Admirers of Sir fon | 
V. anbrugh will allow 1 have, at worſt, 
been a careful Guardian of his Or 
1 phan Muſe, by leading it into Vour 
I” Majeſty's Royal Protection. 


= fit to Entertain the Minds of a ſen- Nd 
[ *. fible Nation; ; and to wipe off that I li 
| Aﬀſperſion of Barbarity, which the | 
Virtuoſi among our Neighbours, I! 
have ſometimes thrown * our I) 
* Taſte. 1 Ip 
4 The Provolk 4 Hurband is, at leaſt, It 


TW 


D E D Fat TION. 


Is capable? 


ain Title ro Content; yet to the 


enfible Subjects abour it, who (from 
* ety 5 Paternal Care of His 


Peo- 


"= 
8 — GOO ——— — — — — j — 


The Deſign of this Play being 4 
© chiefly to expoſe, and reform the 
licentious Irregularities that, too of- 
ten, break in upon the Peace and 
Happineſs of the Married State; 5 
Where could ſo hazardous and 1 unpo- 
pular : an Undertaking be ſecure, bur 
in the Protection of a PRINCESS, N 
vhoſe Exemplary Conjugal Virtues 5 

have given ſuch Illuſtrious Proof, of 
| vhat ſublime Felicity t thar holy State 


And though a Crown is no cer- 


Honour of that Inſtitution be it 
laid, the Royal Harmony of Hearts 
that now enchants us from the 
Throne, is a Reproach to the fre- 
quent Diſquiet of thoſe many in- 


— 


DEDICATION. 


People) have more leiſure to be Hap. 
py: And ''tis our QUEENS peculiar | 
Glory, that we often ſee Her as Emi. 

nently rais d above her Circle, in 

e Happineſs, as in Dignity. 


Yer Heaven, MAT DAM, that has 


= placed You on ſuch Height, to be the 
more conſpicuous Pattern of your 
Sex, had till left your Happineſs 
Imperfect, had it not given thoſe 
ineſtimable Treaſures of your Mind, 
and Perſon, to the only Prince on 
Farth, chat could have deſerv'd them: 
A Crown receiv'd from Any, bur the 
Happy Monarch's Hand,who inveſted 
Vou with This, which You now adorn, 
had only ſcem'd the Work of For- 
tune But Thus beſtow d, the World 

| acknowledges ir the Due Reward of 


PROVIDENCE, for One You once 
0 glonoully Refus d. 


| But 
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"DICATIO 

But as the Fare of ſuch Aeaked 
Virtue has lifted the Plain Addreſſes 
of a whole Nation into Eloquence, 
the beſt repeated Eulogiums on that ö 
Theme, are but Intruſions on Your 
Majeſty's greater Pleaſure of ſecretly 
deſerving them. I therefore beg leave 


to ſubſcribe my ſelf, 
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AVING taken upon me, in the Prologue to this 
Play, to give the Auditors ſome ſhort Account of 
that Part of it which Sir Fohz Vanbrugb left unfi- 
S nith'd, and not thinking it adviſeable, in that Place, to 
limit their Judgment by ſo high a Commendation, as 
0 I thought it deſerv'd; I have therefore, for the Satisfa- 
Ron of the Curious, printed the whole of what he wrote, ſe- 
parately, under the Single Title he gave it, of A Fourney 15 
London, without preſuming to alter a Line: which the Bookſel- 
ler will ſell, with, or without the Provok'd Husband. _ 
Yet when I own, that in my laſt Converſation with him, 
(which chiefly turn'd upon what he had done towards a Comedy) | 
he exeus'd his not ſhewing it me, till he had review'd it, con- 
feſſing the Scenes were yet undigeſted, too long, and irregular, 
particularly in the Lower Characters, I have but one Excole for 
publiſhing, what he never deſign'd ſhould come into the World, 
as it then was, 2/2. I had no other way of taking thoſe many 
Faults to my ſelf, which may be juſtij found in my preſuming to 
finiſh it. EE WIS Ha oh on 5 
However a Judicious Reader will find in his Original Papers, 
that the Characters are ſtrongly drawn, new, ſpirited, and na- 
tural, taken from ſenſible Obſervations on high and lower Lite, | 
and from a juſt Indignation of the Follies in faſhion. All! 
cou'd gather from him of What he intended in the Cataſtropbe, 
was, that the Conduct of his Imaginary Fine Lady had ſo pro- 
vok'd him, that he defign'd actually to have made her Husband 
turn her out of his Doors. But when his Performance came, af. 
ter his Deceaſe, to my Hands, I thought ſuch violent Meaſures, 
| however juſt they might be in real Lite, were too ſevere for Co- 
medy, and would want the proper Surprize, which is due to the 
End of a Play. Therefore with mach ado (and *twas as much 
as I cou'd do, with Probability) I preſerv'd the Lady's Chaſtity, 
that the Senſe of her Errors might make a Reconciliation not 
Impracticable; And I hope the "Mitigation of her Sentence has 


been, ſince, juſtified, by its Succels. 8 My 
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'  My-Inclination to preſerve as much as poſſible of Sir Jobs, E 
| ſoon ſaw had drawn the Whole into an unuſual Long the 
Reader will therefore find here a Scene or two of the Lower Hu- 
mour, that were left out after the firſt Day's Preſentation. | 


The Favour the Town has ſhewn to the higher Characters in 
this Play, is a Proof, that their Taſte is not wholly vitiated, b 
the barbarous Entertainments that have been ſo expenfively ſet o 


to corrupt it: But, while the Repetition of the beſt old Plays 


is apt to give Satiety, and good new Ones are ſo ſcarce a Com- 


forced to trade in Traſnh for a Livelihood.  _ 


modity, we muſt not wonder, that the poor Actors are ſometimes 


1 cannot yet take leave of the Reader, without endeavouring 


to do Juſtice to thoſe Principal Actors, who have ſo evidently con- 
tributed to the Support of this Comedy: And I with I could 
ſeparate the Praiſes due to them, from the ſecret Vanity of an Au- 
thor: For all I can fay will ſtill inſinuate, that they cou'd not 


have ſo highly excell'd, unleſs the Skill of the Writer had given 


them proper Occaſion. However, as I had rather appear vain, 


than unthankful, IL will venture to ſay of Mr. Wks, that in the 
| haſt Act, I never ſaw any Paſſion take ſo natural a Poſſeſſion of 
an Actor, or any Actor take ſo tender a Poſſeſſion of his Audi- 
tors. ----- Mr. Mills too, is confeſs'd by every Body, to have 
furpriz'd them, by ſo far excelling himſelf ----- But there is no do- 
ing Right to Mrs. Oldfield, without putting People in mind of 


what others, of great Merit, have wanted to come near her - 


'Tis not enough to ſay ſhe Here Out- did her uſual Out-doing. I 


might therefore juſtly leave her to the conſtant Admiration of 


thoſe Spectators, who have the Pleaſure of living while She is 
an Actreſs. But as this is not the only Time She has been the 
Life of what I have given the Publick, fo perhaps my ſaying a 


little more of ſo memorable an AQteſs, may give this Play a 
Chance to be read, when the People of this Age ſhall be Ance- 


ſtors----- May it therefore give Emulation to a Succeſſion of our 


Succeſſors of the Stage, to know, That to the ending of the 


Year 1727, a Co-temporary Comedian relates, that Mrs. Oldfield 


was, then, in her higheſt Excellence of Action, happy in all the 


rarely-found Requiſites, that meet in one Perſon to compleat 


them for the Stage ----- She was in Stature juſt riſing to that 


Height, where the Graceful can only begin to ſhew it ſelf; of a 


lively Aſpect, and a Command in her Mein, that like the princi- 


pal Figure in the fineſt Paintings, firſt ſeizes, and longeſt delights 


the Eye of the Spectator. Her Voice was ſweet, ſtrong, pier- 
cing, and melodious; her Pronunciation voluble, diſtinct, and 
muſical; and her Emphaſis always placed where the Spirit of the 
Senſe, in her Periods, only demanded it. If She delighted more 
in the Higher Comick, than the Tragick Strain, *twas becauſe 


the laſt is too often written in a lofty Diſregard of Nature. But 
in Characters of modern praQis'd Life, ſhe found occaſions to 


add the particular Air and Manner which diſtinguiſh'd the diffe- 
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tent Humours ſhe preſented. Whereas in Tragedy, the Man. 
ner of Speaking varies, as little, as the Blank Verſe it is written 
in —— She had one peculiar Happineſs from Nature, 14 
look'd and maintain'd the Agreeable at a time, when other 


Fine Women only raiſe Admirers by their Underſtanding __ 


The Spectator was always as much informed by her Eyes, as 


her Elocution ; for the Look is the only Proof that an Aur 
rightly conceives what he utters, there being ſcarce an 11. 


ſtance, where the Eyes do their Part, that the Elocution i; 


known to be faulty. The Qualities ſhe had acquired, were the 


Centeel and the s The one in her Air, and the other in 
ber Dreſs, never ha 


her Equal on the Stage; and the Ornaments 
ſhe herſelf provided, (particularly in this Play) ſeem'd in all Re. 


ſpects, the Paraphonalia of a Woman of Quality. And of that 


Sort were the Characters ſhe chiefly excell'd in; but her natural 
good Senſe, and lively Turn of Converſation made her Way fo 


eaſy to Ladies of the higheſt Rank, that it is a leſs Wonder, 
if on the Stage ſhe ſometimes was, what might have become the 
fineſt Woman in real Life, to have ſupported. 


Theatre-Royal, : 


C.CIBBER 


Aud though Applauſe his wanton Muſe had fra, 
Himſelf condemn'd what ſenſual Minds admir ud. 4 


Luxuriant Scenes, unprun'd, or half contriv'd ; 


But that his Pains have ſav'd you Scenes of Spirit. | 
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ele by Mr. WILKS. „ 


＋T* IS Play took Birth from Principles of 7 ruth 


To make Amends for Errors paſt, of Youth, 
A Bard, that's now no more, in riper Hh _ 
Conſcious review'd the Licenſe of his Plays 


At length, be own'd, that Plays ſhould let you fee 


Not only, What you Are, but Ought to be - 


Though Vice was natural, 'twas never meant, 


The Stage ſhould ſhew it, but for Puniſhment ! 


Warm with that Thought, his Muſe once more rok Flame, — 
Reſolv'd to bring licentious Life 10 Shame. "7 al 
Such was the Piece his lateſt Pen deſign'd, | 
But left no Traces of his Plan behind. 


let, through the Maſs, bis Native Fire ſurviv'd. 
Rough, as rich Oar, in Mines the Treaſure "I 
Yet ftill twas Rich, and forms at length a Play, 
Is which the bold Compiler boaſts no Merit, 


Not Scenes, that would a noiſy Foy impart, 

But ſuch as huſh the Mind, and warm the Heart. 
From Praiſe of Hands no ſure Account he draws, 
But fixt Attention is ſincere Applauſe. 

If then (For hard, you'll own the 7. ask) his Art 
Can to thoſe Embrion-Scenes new Life impart, 
The Living proudly would exclude his Lays, 

And to the Buried Bard reſign the Praiſe. 


Dra- 


n 1 G d 


8 ramatis "Perſonz. | 
I | N N ; ” \ 1 3 7 
1510 Noah, of a a e Life. 5 Mr Wi ks. 
Lady Tounly, Immoderate in her Purſuit 2 Mrs. 07 4h 4 
of Pleaſures. 
8 Lady Grace, Siſter to Look nn. of 
Exemplary Virtue. 7 Mrs. Peter. 
Me. Manly, Her Admire. Mr. Mills, ſen 
Sir Francis W ronghead, A Country Gentleman. Mr. Cibber, u 


Lad M ron 2 Wife; inclin'd to be a 
; E | a fine Lady. * Mrs. Tharmond, 


x Son; 4 meer Whelp. Young Wetherel, 
Ys 64 Dauglner; Pert, 


+ + a% kg 


— - 


: Squire Ri Fr ol 
Miſs Jenny, 


d 
4 Forward. I ; Mrs. Cibler: 
Jobn Moody, Servant; an Honeſt 
Fobn Moody, FILE 2 de. Miller. 
Count Baſſet, A under . Mr. Bridgwater, 


Mrs. Moꝛrberly, One that letts Lodgings. Mrs. Moore, 
 Myrzilla, her Neice, ſeduc'd by the Count. .. Mrs, Grace. 
n Tawph's Woman. "FM a 0 


 Maſqueraders Conſtable, 33 8 


The 8 1 E N E Lord Townly 1 5 420 
ſometimer Sir Freuen s Locking 


Jan. ST 17210 7 his a De; 10 Palio. for the aleo, 7 


the C urtous, 


JOUR N E Y to L 0 ND 0 N. Being Part of a 8 written 

by the Late Sir John Fanbrugh, Knt, and Printed after his own 

Copy: Which {ſing his Deceaſe) bas been made an Intire Play, by 
Mr, Cibber; and call'd, The PROVOK'D HUSBAND, G. 
Tn, + Printed for Fohn Watts. Price One Suilling. 
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| The Provok” d Elusband; 


Or, A Journey to Lon D ON. 
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4er I. SCENE * 
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8 8 E N E. Lord Townly' 5 Aparinent. 


TY, kes Town fas Ge 
r 9 Hy did I marry? —— Was it not 


evident, my 8 a Scheme 
z of Life was impracticable, with a 
Woman of ſo different a way of 
Thinking? — Is there one Arti- 
cle of it, that ſhe has not broke in 
upon? Yes — let me do her 
| ' Juſtice — her Reputation—T hat | 
I have no Han to believe is in Queſtion = 15 
But then how long her profligate Courſe of Pleaſures 
may make her able to keep it — is a ſhocking Que- 
ſtion! and her Preſumption While ſhe keeps it 
inſupportable! For on the Pride of that ſingle Virtue, 
the ſeems to lay it down, as a fundamental Point, that 
the free Indulgence of every other Vice, this fertile 
Town affords, is the Birth- right rosa of a Wo- 
man of Quality Amazing! that a Creme ſo 
warm in the purſuit of her Pleaſures, ſhould never gat 
one Thought ne her 1 — Thus, while 
be 
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at Home? 


ever any Pleaſure at Home? 


think 'em Prodigious indeed! _ 
I. Town. And when they fly 
Madam, pray what muſt the World think of 'em then? 
La. Town. Oh! this World is not ſo ill-bred, as to 
quarrel with any Woman, for liking it. 


wt *' 
— 


amm 
the admits no Lover, ſne thinks it a greater Merit ſtill 
in her Chaſtity, not to care for her Husband; and while 


ſhe herſelf is ſolacing in one continual Round of Cards 
h and good Company, He, poor j Wretch ! 18 left, at 


large, to take care of his own Contentment —— Tis 
time, indeed, ſome Care were taken, and ſpeedily there 


| ſhall be—— Yer let me not be raſh —— Perhaps this 
Diſappointment of my Heart may make me too Impa- 


tient; and ſome Tempers, when reproach'd, grow more 


untractable. Here ſhe comes Let me be calm a 
while. S Fo 


: Ener Lady Townly. | 
Going out ſo ſoon after Dinner, Madam? 
Ia Town. Lard, my Lord! what can I, poſſibly, do, 


I. Town. What does my Siſter, Lady Grace, do at 


. 


La. Toun. Why that is to me Amazing! Have you 


I. Town. It might be in your Power, Madam, I con- 


feſs, to make it a little more Comfortable to me. 


La. Town. Comfortable! and fo, my good Lord, you 
would really have a Woman of my Rank and Spirit, 
ſtay at Home to Comfort her Husband! Lord! what 
Notions of Life ſome Men have? 5 
I. Town. Don't you think, Madam, ſome Ladies No- 
La. Town. Yes, my Lord, when the Tame Doves 
live coop'd within the Penn of your Precepts, I do 


tions are full as Extravagant ? 


wild about this Town, 


I. Town, Nor am I, Madam, a Husband fo well bred, | 


as to' bear my Wife's being ſo fond of it; in ſhort, the 


Life you lead, Madam 


La. Town. Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt Life in the World. 
T. Zoun. I ſhould not diſpute your Taſte, Madam, if 
a Woman had a Right to pleaſe no Body but her ſelf. 
La. Town. Why, whom would you have her BR 4 
5 e e L. Town. 
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9 de FRY her Husband. 1 IL Et % i 
Ta, Town. And don t you think a Husband u Bader * 
fame Obligation? 3 
IL. Town. Certainly. 
La. Town. Why chen we are agreed, my "85 EY 
For if I never go abroad, till I am weary of being at 
home —— which you know is the Caſe — is it nor 
equally reaſonable, not to come dome till one's a wea- : 
ry of being abroad?  _ | 
L. Town. If this be your Rule of Life, Madam, tis 5 
time to ask you one ſerious Queſtion. # 
La. Town, Don't let it be _y a coming then — —_ 
Lam in haſte, | 

L. Town. Madam, when 1 am ſerious, I expe a ſe- 
rious Anſwer. 7 
La. Town. Before I know the Queſtion | Bf 
I. Town. Pſhah — have I Power, Madam, to raake 
you ſerious, by Intreaty? 
La. Town. You have. | 
IL. Town. And you promiſe to anſwer me ſincerely ? 2 
La. Town, Sincerely. 
I. Town. Now then recolle& your Thoughts, and 
tell me ſeriouſly, Why you married Me? 
La. Town. You inſiſt upon Truth, you ſay? 
I. Town. I think I have a Right to it. 
La. Town. Why then, my Lord, to give you, at 
once, a Proof of my Obedience, and Sincerity— 1 
think I married -— to take off that Reſtraint, that 
lay upon my Pleaſures, while I was a fingle Woman. 

L. Town, How Madam! is any Woman under 1s 
Reſtraint after Matriage, than before it? 
La. Town. O my Lord! my Lord! they are. quite 
different Crna! Wives have infinite Liberties in 
Life, that would be terrible in an unmarried Woman | 
to —_— ; 
I. Town. Name One. | 
La. Town, Fifty, if you dtc begin ahem; in 
the Morning —— A married Woman may have Men 
at her Toilet, invite them to Dinner, appoint them a 
Party, in a Stage. Box at the Play; engroſs the Con- 
verſation there, call em by rheir Chriſtian Names; talk 
01 ET _ 95 lowder 
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lowder than the © Piers From thence j Jaunt into 
the City — take a frolickſome Supper at an India. 
Houle perhaps, in her Cayeté de Cœur toaſt a pret- 
ty Fellow — Then clatter again to this End of 
Town, break with the Morning into an Aſſembly, 
crowd to the Hazard Table, throw a familiar Levant 
upon ſome ſharp lurching Man of Quality, and if he 
demands his Money, turn it off with a loud Laugh, and 
Oe Ou owe it him, to vex Bim! ha! ha! 

I. Town. Prodigious 4 [ 4fide. 

La. Town. Thele now, my Lord, are ſome few of the 
many modiſh Amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the Privi- 

lege of a Wife, from that of a ſingle Woman. 
I. Town. Death! Madam, what Law has made theſe 
Liberties leſs ſcandalous in any Wife, than an unmar- 
ried Woman? 
La. Town. Why the ſtrongeſt Law in the World, 
Cuſtom — Cuſtom Time out of Mind, my Lord. 
I. Town. Cuſtom, Madam, is the Lay of Fools: 
But it ſhall never govern Me. 
La. Town, Nay then, my Lord, it's time for me to 
obſerve the Laws of Prudence. 
IL. Town. I wiſh I could ſee an Inftance of it. 
La. Town. You ſhall have one this Moment, my Lord: 
F or I think, when a Man begins to loſe his Temper at 
Home; if a Woman has any Prudence, Why ſhe'll 
80 abroad 'till he comes to himſelf again. | [ Going, 

L. Town. Hold Madam I am amaz'd you are not 
more uneaſy at the Life we lead! ! You don't want Senſe ! 
and yet ſeem void of all Humanity: For with a Bluſh [ 

ſay ir, I think, I have not wanted Love. : 

La. Town. Oh! don't ſay that, my Lord, if you ſup- 
97 I have my Senſes! 

L. Town. What is it I have done to you? what can 
you complain ory -"- 

La. Town. Oh! nothing, in the leaſt : tis true, you 
have heard me ſay 1 have owed my Lord Lurcher an 
Hundred Pound theſe three Weeks but what then 
a Husband is not liable to his Wife's Debts of 

Honour, you know, and if a filly Woman will be 
uncaſy about Money ſhe can't be ſued for, what's that 
ot IJ or oe ne 
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to bim? as long as he loves her, to be ſure, ſhe can 
have 5 85 to complain of. 
IL. Town Heav'n, if my whole Forrune: kiten 


into your Lat could make you delight in the cheerful. 


Duties of a Wife, I ſhould chit my ſelf a Gainer by the 
Purchaſe. 


La. Town. That i is, my Lord, I might receive your 


whole Eſtate, provided you were ſure I would not ſpend 
2 Shilling of it. 
L. Town. No, Madam ; ; were I Maſter of your Heart, 


your. Pleaſures would be mine; but different, as they 
Per- 


are, I'll feed even your Follies, to deſerve it. 
haps, you may have ſome other trifling Debts of Ho- 


nour Abroad, that keep you out of Humour at Home 
at leaſt it ſhall not t be my fault, if I have not more of 
- There, there 8 a Bill of Five Hun- 


your Company — 
dred, — and now, Madam 


La Town. And now, my Lord, down to the Ground 
Now am I convinced, werel weak 


enough to love chis Man, I ſhould never get a ſingle 


I thank you. 


Guinea from him. NY 1 
L. Town. If it be no offence, Madam —— _ 


La. Town. Say what you pleaſe, my Lord; I am in 


that Harmony of Spirits, it is impoſſible to put me out 
of Humour. 

L. Town. How long, in Reaſon then, 4 you. think 
that Sum ought to mp you?- 


La. Town. Oh! my dear, dear Lord! now you hive 

ſpoil'd all again! How is it poſſible I ſhould anſwer for 
an Event, that ſo utterly depends upon Fortune? But 
to ſhew you, that I am more inclin'd to get Money, 


than to throw it away —— I have a ſtrong Poſſeſſion, 
that with this five hundred, I ſhall win five thouſand... 


L. Town. Madam, if you were to win ten thouſand, it 


would be no Satisfaction to me. 
La. Town. O! the Churl! ten . what! not 


ſo much as wiſh I might win ten thouſand ! - 


. true Spirit ſhe — ſhe might loſe em all again! 


B 2 l f | L. Town. 


Ten 


thouſand! O! the charming Sum! what infinite pret- 
iy things might a Woman of Spirit do, with ten thou- 
nd Guineas! O' my Conſcience, if ſhe were a Woman 
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Dinner, Child. 


better than always one's On, 
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TL. Tun. And I had rather it ſhould be fo, Madam; 
provided I could be ſure, that were the laſt you would loſe. 
La. Town. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee 1 deſign 
to play all the good Houſe-wife 1 can; I am now go- 
ing to a Party at 9uadrille, only to piddle with a little 


ol it, at poor two Guineas a Fiſh, with the Dutcheſs | 
of Quiteright. Exit Lady Townly. 


25 Town Inſenſible Creature! beither Reproaches, 


or Indulgence, Kindneſs, or Severity, can wake her to 


the leaſt Reflection! Continual Licence has lull'd her 
into ſuch a Lethargy of Care, that ſhe ſpeaks of her 


Exceſſes with the ſame eaſy Confidence, as if the) 


were ſo many Virtues. What a turn has her Head taken! 


But how to cure it —I am afraid the Phyfick 
muſt be ſtrong, that reaches her -—— Lenitives, ſee, 


are to no purpoſe——- take my Friends Opinion —— 4 
Manly will ſpeak freely — 


| neſs to both ſides, They know Led 3 Il talk 
Pr em. 15 


my Siſter with Tender- 


Ener a Servant. 5 J 
rv. Mr. Manly, my Lord, has ſent to know, if your 


Lorhip was at home. 


I. Town.- They did not deny me? 
Serv. No, my Lord. 


L. Zoun. Very well; ſtep up to my sites and 15 1 


1 deſire to ſpeak with her. 
Serv. N Grace is here, my Lord. : Er. Serv. 


Enter Lady Grace. | 
. Tor own. So, Lady fair; what pretty Weapon have 


| you been killing your Time with? 


La. Grace. A huge Folio, that has almoſt kilbd me 


855 1 think 1 have half read my Eyes out. 


T. Town: O! you thould' not pore ſo much juſt after ; 
La. Grate: That's true, botany Body': $ Ir gh, are 


ou know. 
L. 4 Town. Who's there? 1 | 


Enter Ser vant, N 


the Door, Lam at home; t ta no „Body 
CES | 3 Grace. 


i 
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405 Grace. And why is He excepted, pray my bard? ? 

' L.Town. I hope, Madam, you have no Jos to 
ths Company ? 50 

La. Grace. Your particular Order, upon my being 
here, look, indeed, as if you thought 1 had nor. 

L. Town. And your Ladyſhip's Inquiry into the Rea- 
ſon of thoſe Orders, ſhew at lealt, it was not a Matter 
indifferent ro you! _ 


La. Grace. Lord! you make the oddet Conſtrudtions 
Brother! A 


L. Town, Look you, my grave Lady Grace —in 5 
one ſerious Word -— I wiſh you had him. 

La. Grace. I can't help that. 

I. Town, Hah! you can't help it! ba! ha! The ar 
Simplicity of that Reply was admirable! 

La. Grace. Pooh! you teize one, Brother! 

I. Town. Come I beg Pardon, Child —— this is not 


a Point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, I _ 
you'll give me leave to be ſerious. 


La. Grace. If you deſire it, Brother; though upon 


my Word, as to Mr. Manly's having any ſerious J . 


of me, —[ know nothing of it. 

L. Town. Well -there's nothing Wrong, in your 
making a Doubt of ir —— But in ſhort, I find, by his 
Converſation of late, he has been looking round the 
World for a Wife; and, if you were to look round the 
World for a Husband, he s the firſt Man J would give 
to you. 

La. Grace. Then, whenever ke makes me any. Offer, 
Brother, 1 will certainly tell you of it. 

IL. Town, O! that's the laſt Thing he'll do: hell D 
never make you an On, ill he's n ſute it won 4 
be refus'd. 2 

La. Grace, Now you make me curious. Pune did he 
ever make any Offer of that kind to you? 

I. Town. Not directly: but that imports nothing: he 
is a Man too well- -acquainted with the Female World, 
to be brought into a high Opinion of any one Woman, 
without ſome well-examin'd Proof of her Merit: Yet 1 
have Reaſon to believe, that your good Senſe, your 
can of Mind, and your way of Life, have brought him 


oY OT do 


ſend to you, - 
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to ſo favourable a one of you, that a few Days will re. 

duce him to talk plainly to me: which as yet (notwith- ¶ pi 
ſtanding our Friendſhip) 1 have neither anne nor ce 
encourag'd him to. | 3 
La. Grace. T am mighty glad we are o near, in our 
way of thinking: for to tell you the Truth he is much 
upon the ſame Terms, with me: You know he has 2 

ſatyrical Turn; but never laſhes any Folly, without Wl d 
giving due Encomiums to its oppoſite Virtue : and 
upon ſuch Occaſions, he is ſometimes particular, in b 
turning his Compliments upon Me, which I don't re- 
_ ceive, with any Relerve, left he ſhould Es I take 
them to my ſelf. 
I. Town. You are be Child: When a Man of 
Merit makes his Addreſſes; good Senſe _—_ give 05 
an Anſwer, without Scorn, or e e 


Ban Gra. Huſh ! he's here. 


Enter Mr, Madly.” 


May. My Lord! your moſt obedient. 
Z. Town. Dear . yours— I was thinking to 


Man. Then, I am glad I am hikes; my. Lord— Lady 
Grace, I kiſs your Hands! — What, only you two! 
How many Viſits may a Man make, before he falls in- 

to ſuch unfaſhionable Company? A Brother and Siſter 

ſoberly fitting at home, when the whole Town is a 
gadding! 1 queſtion if there is ſo particular a Tete 4 Tete, 
c again, in the whole Pariſh of Sr. Fames's/ _ 

* Grace. F. wy fy: Mr. Manly how cenſorious you 
are: 
Man. I had not ak the Reflection, Madam, but 
ar I faw you an Exception to it — Where's my Lady)? 
I. Town. Thar I beheve is impoſſible to gueſs. 

Man. Then I won't try, my Lord 

L. Town. But, tis probable 1 may hear of her, by 
that time J have been four or five hours in Bed. 
Man. Now, if that were my Caſe, I believe Lſhould— 

Bur beg Pardon, my Lord. 

I. Town. Indeed, Sir, you hall not: "Wau will þ- 
lige me, if you ſpeak out; for it was upon this Head, 
A wanted to ſee vou. . Man. 
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Man. Why then, my Lord, ſince you oblige me to 
proceed, — If that were my Caſe — I believe 1 ſnould —. 
certainly ſleep in another Houſe. +, 
La. Grace. How do you mean? 
Man. Only a Compliment, Madam. 
La. Grace. A Compliment ! 
Man. Yes, Madam, in rather turning wy ſelf out t of 
doors than her. | 
La. Grace. Don't you think, that would be going 5 
o ar . - 
Man. I don't know: but it might, Madam 7 in | 


ſtrict Juſtice, I think, the ought rather to go, than 1. 


La. Grace. This is new Doctrine, Mr. Manly. 
Man. As old, Madam, as Love, Honour, and Obey + £ 
Whena Woman will ſtop at nothing that's wrong, why 


| ſhould a Man ballance any thing, that's right? 


La. Gra. Bleſs me! but this is fomenting things — 
Man. Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes neceſſary 
to diſpel Tumours: tho? I don't directly adviſe my Lord 
to do this — This is only what, vpn the ſame Provo- 


cation, I would do my ſelf. 


La. Grace. Ay! ay! You would do! | Batchelors 
Wives, indeed, are finely govern d. 

Man. If the married Men's were as KN I am apt 
to think we ſhould not ſee fo many mutual Plagues 
taking the Air, in ſeparate Coaches! _ 

La. Grace. Well! but ſuppoſe ir your own Caſe; 
would you part with a Wife, becauſe ſhe now and then 
ſtays out, in the beſt Company? I 

L. Town. Well ſaid, Lady Grace / come, and up for 
the Privilege of your Sex! This! is like to be a warm 
Debate ! I ſhall edify. 

Man. Madam, I think a Wife, after Midnight, has 
no Occaſion to be in better Company than her Hul- 
band's; and that frequent unreaſonable Hours make the 


I beſt Company — the worſt Company ſhe can fall into. 


La. Gra. But, if People of Condition are to keep 
company with one another; how is it poſſible to he 
done, unleſs one conforms ro their Hours? 

Man. I can't find, that any Woman's good Breeding 


obliges her to conform to other People's s Vices. 
L. Town. 
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I. wn. 1 doubt, Child, here we are. got. a little 

| Me wrong fide of rhe Queſtion. 5 
La. Grace. Why ſo, my Lord? I can't think the Ci 

ſo bad, as Mr. Manly ſtates it People of Quality are 

not tyed down to the Rules of on who have their 

Fortuncs to make. 

Man. No People, Madam, are above being. tyed 
down to ſome Rules, that have Fortunes to loſe. 

La. Grace. Pooh! I'm ſure, if you were to take my 
fide of the Argument, you would be able to ſay ſome 

; bas more for it. 

I. Town. Well! what ſay you to „that, Manly? 
Man. Why 'troth! my lord, I have ſomething to ſay 
La. Grace. Ay! that I ſhould be glad to hear now! 
L. Town. Out with it! 

Man. Then, in one word, this, my Lord, I have of. 
ten thought, that the Mit. conduct of my Lady has, 


ina great meaſure, been . to r Pm 8 Tre reat 
. ment of her. . 


La. Grace. Bleſs me! 
I. Town. My 3 n 
Man. Ay my Lord, you ſo idoliz'd her . Mar 
Triage, that you even indulg'd her, like a Miſtreſs, after 
it: in ſhort, you continued the Lover, when you ſhould 
have taken up the Husband. 
La. Grace. O frightful! this i is marks than t 'other 
can k Husband love a Wife too well! 
Man. As eaſily, Madam, a as a Wife may love a Hu 
band too little, 
I. Town. So! you two are never like to agree, I find 
La. Grace. Don't be poſitive, Brother; — Iam afraid 
we are both of a Mind already. [ Aſide.] And do you, 
at this rate, ever hope to be married, Mr. Manly? 
Man. Never, Madam; *till I can meer with a Wo- 
| wan that likes my Doctrine. 
Ta. Grace. Tis pity but your Miſtreſs ſhould hear it, 


Man, Pity me, Madam, when 1 any the W oman 
OY won't hear it. 4 ) 


La. Grace. I think, at leaſt, he can't a, that's me. 

[Aſedt. 
e. And ſo, my Per by giving her- more Power 
i than 


tle 
aſe. 
are 
lei 


Hul 


find 
raid 


you, 
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bin Was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; 
having ſuch entire ' Poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is not Miſtreſs 
of her ſelf! And, Mercy on us! how many fine Womens 
Heads have been turn d upon the ſame Occaſion! 

L.Town. O Manly! tis too true! there's the Source of 


ny Diſquier ! ſhe knows, and has abus d her Power! Nay, 
1 ail ſo weak (with ſhame I ſpeak it) 'tis not an 
Hour ago, that in the midſt of my Impatience—I gave 


her another Bill for five Hundred, to theo away. 
Man. Well— my Lord! to let you ſee, I am ſome- 
times upon the {ide of Good- nature, .I won't abloJutely 


blame you; for the greater your Indulgence, the more 


you have to reproach her with. 
La. Grace. Ay Mr. Manly / here now, I begin to come 


in with you: who knows, my Lond, yau may have a 


good Account of your Kindneſs! 
Man. That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend 


yon: But fince you have had ſo much Patience, my 
ord, even go on with it a day or two more! and upon 


her Ladyſhip's next Sally, be a little rounder in your 


Expoſtulation 3 if that don't work— drop her ſome cool 
Hints of a determin'd Reformation, and leave Bee o 


breakfaſt upon 'em. 


L. Town. You are perfe&ly right! how valuable i "OY 


Friend, in our Anxiety! 


Man. Therefore to divert that, my Lord, 1 beg, for 15 55 


the preſent, we may call another Cauſe. 


La. Grace. Ay: for Goodnels fake urn have done 


ich this. 
L. Town. With all my Heart. 
La. Grace. Have you no News abroad, Mr. Manly? 


Man. A propos. I have ſome, Madam; and, I believe 


my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind— ? 
L. Town. Pray, let's have it. 


Man. Do you know, that your Cbuntry Neighbour, 


and my Wiſe Kinſman Sir Francis Mrongbead, 15 ang 
o Town with his whole Family? 
L. Toun. The Fool! what can be his Buſineſ, here?; 
Man. Ob! of the laſt Importance, I'll affure you— 
hs leſs than the Buſineſs of the N: ation. 
"i Town. Explain! 


& 
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Man. 
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e He: has carried his Election — e 8 
Jobn Northland. N 
I. Town. The Duce! what! or for — 

Man. The famous Borough of Guzzledown 1! 

L. Town. A proper Repreſentative, indeed. 

La. Grace. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know him? 

Man. You have din'd with him, Madam, when | 
was laſt down with my Lord, at Bellmont. 

La. Gra. Was not that he, that got a little merry be. 
fore Dinner, and overſet the ane in e hi 
Compliments to my _ 

Man. The fame; - 

La. Grace. Pray what are bis Circumſtances? [ kroy 
but very little of him. 

Man. Then he is worth your knowing, 1 can tell 
you, Madam. His Eſtate, if clear, I believe, might 
be a good two thouſand Pound a Year: Though a 

it was left him, ſaddled with two Joyntures, and two 
weighty Mortgages upon it, there is no ſaying what it 
15— Bur that he might be ſure never to mend it, he 
married a profuſe, young Huſſy, for Love, without 
_ ever a penny of Money! Thus having, like his brave 
Anceſtors, provided Heirs for the Family (for his Dove 
breeds like a tame Pidgeon) he now finds Children 
and Intereſt-money make ſuch a bawling about his Ears, 
that, at laſt, he has taken the friendly Advice of his 
Kinlman, the good Lord Danglecourt, to run his Eſtate 
two thouſand Pound more in Debt, to put the whole 
Management of what's left into Paul Pillage's Hands, WW 
that he may be at leiſure himſelf to retrieve his Affain, 
* being a Parliament Man. 

IL. Town. A moſt admirable Scheme, indeed! 

Man. And with this politick e, he 8 now up* 
on his Journey to London 
I. Town. What can it end in? 

Man. Pooh! a Journey into the Country again, 125 

L. Town. Do you think he'll ſtir, till his Money's 
gone? or at leaſt, *til] the Seſſion is over? 

Man. If my Intelligence i is right, my Lord, he won't | 
fit long enough to give his Vol for. a Torn. e 

+ Town. How ak « * 1 | 

| an, 
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| Man. O! a bitter Buſineſs! he had ſcarce a Vote, in 
hne whole Town, beſide the Returning Officer - Sir 
ahn will certainly have it heard at the Bar of the 
ouſe, and ſend him about his Buſineſs again. 
L. Town. Then he has made a fine Buſineſs of = in- 
deed! l 
Man. Which, as far as my little Intereſt will go, 
ſhall be done, in as few Days as poſſible. 5 
La. Grace. But why would you ruin the poor Gentle- | 
man's Fortune, Mr. Manly? 5 
Man. No, Madam, [ wou'd only ſpoil his Project, to 
ye his Fortune. 
1s Grace. How are you concern'd enough, to do FY 
ther? ; 
Man. Why —1 have ſome Obligations to the Fa 
mily, Madam: I enjoy at this time a pretty Eſtate, 
which Sir Francis was Heir at Law to: but ——by his 
being a Booby z the laſt Will of an obſtinate old Un- 
cl ure it me. = 


Enter a Barben, 


He Serv, 61 Manly) Sir, here's one of your Servants 
rare from your Houſe, deſires to ſpeak with you... 
Jove Man. Will you oye him leave to come in, my Lord 5 N 
den L- Town. Sir - the Ceremony's of your own 
ars, making. S | 

his Enter Manly' 5 Servant. 

. Man. Well, James: / whar's the matter 1 


Jam. Sir, here's John Moody's juſt come to T own; 
be ſays Sir Francis, and all the Family, will be here to- 
night, and is in a great Hurry to ſpeak with you. 

Man. Where is he? 

Jam. At our Houſe, Sir: He has been gaping * 5 
ſtumping about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, and ask- 
ing every one he meets, if they can tell him, where 
he may have a good Lodging for a Parliament-man, 'till 
be can hire a handſome whole Houſe, fit for all his Fa- 


mily, for the Winter. | 
Man. J am afraid, my Lord, 1 muſt wait upon Mr, 
nt Moody. | g 
L. { Pr yehee! let $ have him here: He will di 


Jett us, | Mas, 


— ISS — 


* 


UU 


| ——F Provot Band; or, | 

Man. O my Lord! he's fuch a Cub! Not but he, 

5 fo near Common Senſe, that he rey: for a Wit! in . 
Family. | 
La. Grace. 1 beg of all Things, we my "OO him 
I am in love with Nature, let her Dreſs. be never oY i 
mn 

Man. Then deſire him to come hither, James. 3 
oe” | Exit Jams, 

La. Grace. bey what may * Mr. Moody 8 Poſt ? 

Man. O! his Maitre D' Hotel, his Butler, his Ar b 

5 Uff, his Hind, his ——̃— and lomerimes - | = hi 
Companion. | Toy 

L. Tow. It runs in my Head, that the Motion: this 
| Knight has ſet him down, in the Houſe, he will get 

up, to give them the earlieſt Proof, of what Impore | 
tance he is to the Publick, in his'own County. 

Man. Ves, and when they have heard him, he will 
ind, that his utmoſt Importance ſtands valued at — 
ſometimes being invited to Dinne. | 
La. Grace. And her Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, will Fl 
as conſiderable a Figure, in her Sph ere too ay 
Man. That you may depend upon: For ir 1 dom 
miſtake) ſhe has ten times 5 of hes Jade in ber, 
than ſhe yer knows of: And ſhe will fo improve inf 
this rich Soil, in a Month, that ſhe will vitir all the 
Ladies, chat will let her into their Houſes: And run 
in Debt to all the Shop-keepers, that will jet her into 
= their Books: In ſhort, before her Important SpouleM 

1 has made five Pounds, by his Eloquence, at Weſimi- 
44 Fler; She will have loſt five hundred at Dice, and Qua 

10 = grille in the Pariſh of St. Fames's. = 

3 L. Town. So that, by that time he is deeliied unduly 
Ele&ed, a Swarm of Duns will be ready for their Mo- 

ney; and his Worſhip -will be-ready for a Jay]. 

Man. Yes, yes, that I reckon will cloſe the Account 

of this hopeful Journey to London ——— But lee here 
comes the Fore-horſe of the Team! 


7 Enter John Moody. by 1 Ro 
| Oh ! Honeſt John! I | 
_ — Ad's — and heart! Maſter Manly 


1 ; 


co. 


e nn 


g . rr n 8 


Pm glad I ha' fon ye, Lawd! watt give. me a Buſs! 


er a Belly-full there! 


—__ „ 9 ” . 
mY l * | * ; 
«4 & 


"I 1.ONAc Tn.” * 


Joi 


Why that's friendly naw ! Fleſh! I thought we ſhould 
never ha? got hither! Well! and how d'ye do Ma- 


ter? Good lack! I beg Pardon, for my Bawld- 
nc I did not ſee, at his Honor was here. 


L. Town. Mr. Moody, your Servant: I am glad to 
ſee you in London. I hope all the good Family is well, 

J. Mood. Thanks be prais'd your Honour, they are 
all in pretty good Heart; thof' we have had a power 
of Croſſes up' othT Road, 

La. Grace. I hope my Lady has bad n0 Hurt, 
Mr. Moody. 

F. Mood. Noa, and pleaſe your Lidythip, ſhe was 
never in better Humour: There's banner ee 
flirring now. 

Man. What has been the Matter, Jobn? . 
7. Mood. Why we came up, in ſuch a Hurry, you 
nun think, that our Tackle was not ſo R as it 
ſhould be. = 
Man. Coe, tell us "Me Prom how ds they travel? 2 
J. Mood. Why i'th' awld Coach, Maſter; and *cauſe 
my Lady loves to do things handſome, to be ſure, ſhe 
would have a couple of Cart-Horſes clapt to th' four 
old Geldings, that Neighbours might ſee ſhe went up to 
London, in her Coach and Six! And ſo Giles. drug the 

Plowman rides Poſtilion! _ 

Man. Very well! The Journey ſets out as it ſhould | 
do. [ Aſide.] What, do e wn all the Children with 
them too? 

J. Mood. Noa, noa, only the n Squoire, and 
Miſs Jenny. The other Foive are all out at board, Ar 


Whalf a Crown a Head, a Week, with JOE: Se at 


noa - Dungbil Farm. 
Man. Good again! A right Eil Academy for 
younger Children! 
J. Mood. Anon, Sir! [Not under ſtanding bin 
La. Grace. Poor Souls! What will become of em; 
J. Mood. Nay, nay, for that Matter, Madam, they 
we in very good Hands: Joan loves um, an as thof' they 
were all her own: For ſhe was Wer-Nurſe to every 


Mother's Babe of um —— Ay, ay, they'll ne er want 
"_ La. Grace. 


— — — 4 - 4% —_— 
N — EY s 5 
Fa 


: 5 we Tok ſer things to rights again; 


N TI * ; 


Bol Aan; ; Or, * 


N Grace: What 3 e 
Man. The Lud a Mercy upon all oa Folks! Wl 
Work will theſe People make! | Holding up bis Hand? 
I. Town. And when do you expect them here, Joby? 
J. Mood. Why we were in hopes to ha'.come Yeſter. 
day, an' it had no? been, that th' owld Wheaze-belly 
| Horſe ryr'd: And then we were ſo cruelly Loaden, that 
the two Fore- Wheels came Craſh! down at once, in 
Faggon-Rut Lane, and there we loſt four Hours, 'afore 


Man. So they * all their Baggage, with the Corch 
5 then 2 
F. Mood. Ay! ay! and good Store on't there is _ MI 
Why, my Lady's Geer alone were as. much as fill'd four Na 
Portmantel Trunks, beſide the great Deal Box, that her 

vy Ralph and the Mon! 155 ſit upon behind. 


Ld. La. and Man. Ha! ha! 121 „ 10 
La. Grace. Well, Mr. Moch, and pray bow many q 
are they within the Coach? ſt 


F. Mood. Why there's my Lady, and his Worſhip; 
and the younk Squoyre, a and Miſs Jenny, and the tat 
 Lap-Dog, and my Lady's Maid, Mrs. Handy, and Doll 
Wipe the Cook, that's al Only Doll puked a little 
with riding backwards, ſo they hoiſted her into the 
Coach-Box -—— And then her Stomach was eaſy. | 
La. Gra. Oh: I ſce em! I ſce!” em go by me. —Ah! ha l 
[ Lawghing, 
7, Mood. Then yow mun | think, Meſter, there was 
4 Stowage for th' Belly, as well as th' Back too: 
 Childer are apt to be famiſht upo' th' Road; fo we had 
ſuch Cargoes of Plumb-Cake, and Baskets of Tongues, : 
and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and cold boil'd Beef.—— And 
then, in caſe of Sickneſs, Bottles of Cherry-Brandy, 
Plague Water, Sack, Tent, and Strong Beer ſo plenty 
as made th' owld Coach crack again { Mercy en 
and ſend em all well to Town, Ir. | 
Man. Ay! And well out on't again, ene 
J. Mood. Ods bud! Maſter, you're a wiſe Mon; and, 
ks? that Matter, ſo am I —— W hoam's, whoam, I (ay: 
Im ſure we ha? got but little Good, e're ſin we turm d 
our Backs on t. N othing but Miſchicf! ! Some Devil 
. ere 


—— 
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ck or other plagued ue, awrh' dey lung! Crack! 


es one thing: Bawnce! goes another. Woa ! fays 


oy? D Then ſowſe! we are all ſet faſt in a Slough. 
ſter. haw! cries Miſs! Scream go the Maids! and bawl, 
Jelly ot as an' thof' they were ſtuck! And fo Mercy on 

1 this was the Trade from Morning to Nighr. 


thar 
„ In 
fore 


But my Lady was in ſuch murrain haſte to be here, that 

ſet out ſhe would, tho? C EL rould her, ir was Childer- 

ms Day. De 
Man. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, Job — 
J. Mood. Ah, Meafter! 1 ha' ſeen a little of 'em: 

And I find that the beſt —— when ſhe” 8 mended, won! c 

hi much Goodneſs to ſpare. 

L. Town. Well ſaid, John. Ha! ha! 


Dach 


5— 


four 


=_ Man. I hope at lealt; you. and your good Woman 
zoree (till, 

* J. Mood. Ay! ay! much of a Muchneſß. Bridget 

a Wiicks to me: Tho' as for Goodneſs - - why ſhe was 

hip; willing to come to London too But hawld a Bit! 

- far No, noa, fays I, there may be Miſchief cnough done, 


without you. 
Man. Why that was s bravely ſpoken, Joon, and like 


hy a Man. 

| J. Mood. Ah, welt Heart! were Meafter but hawf 
pal be Mon that lam — Ods wookers! thof he'll ſpeak 
in Wl a vtly too ſomerimes — But then he conno hawld ic 
wal —— no! be conno' hawld it. 5 „ 
oo: I. Town. La. Grace. Man. Ha! ha! be! 
Sol 7. Mood. Ods fleſh! But I mun hye me whoam! 
nes WI. Coach. will be coming every Hour naw ——— bur 
ande Meaſter charg'd me to find your Worthip out; for he 
dy has hugey Buſineſs with you; and will certainly wait 
1 upon you, by that time he can pur ona clean Neck- 


cloth. 

Man. O, Jobn! oil wait upon him. 

J. Mood. Why you wonno' be ſo kind, wull ye? 
Man, If you'll tell me where you lodge. Ris 

F. Mood. Juſt i'th' Street next to where your Wor- 


ſort of Geer for Gentle women. 
C 1 


nd ſhip dwells, the Sign of the Golden Ball — It's Gold all 
dyer; where they ſell Ribands, and Flappits, and other 


Bt wa 18 255 je Proveld Hadan, vr, 


Man. A Milliner's? 5 
F. Mood. Ay, a} © one Mrs. Mathetly s: 'Waunds! ſhe 
has a couple of clever Girls there a tirching 1 i'th Fore 
room. 
Man. Ves, yes, ſhe is a Woman of good Buſineſs, no 
doubt on'r—W ho recommended that Houſe to you, Joby: 
F. Mood. The greateſt good Fortune in the World, 
ſure! For as I was gaping about Streets, who ſhould 
look out of the Window there, bur the fine Gentle. 
man, that was always riding by our Coach Side, at Net 
Races Count Count Baſſet; ay, that's he. 
Man. Baſſet? Oh, I remember! I know him by Sight, 
3 Mood. Well! to be ſure, as Civil a Gentleman, to 
ſee to 2 
Man. As any Sharper i in Town. 1 Aldi. . 
J. Mood. At Lr, he us'd to breakfaſt with my Lab 
every Morning. 
Man. Ves, yes, and 1 ſuppoſe her Tae will re- 
turn his Compliment here in Town. | 4jide. 
J. Mood. Well Meafter —— 
IL. Town. My Service to Sir Francis, and my Lady, Join 
La Grace. And mine, pray Mr. Moody. 
F. Mood. Ahby your Honors; they'll be proud on't, I 
dare ley...: 


Mau. Pl bring my Compliments my far: So honell 


Fobn— 


Mood. Dear Meaſter Mony. 7 the Good noſe of Good- 
nels bleſs and preſerve you. [Exit J. Moody, 
L. Tows. What a natural DCs IMC 

La. Grace. Well! I can't bur think John, in a wet 
Afternoon in the Country, mult be very good Company. 

T. Town. O! the Tramontaxe! If this were known 
at half the ©uadrille- Tables in Town, they wou'd lay 
down their Cards to laugh at you.. . - 

La. Grad. And the Minute they took them up again, 
tacy would do the fame at the Loſers. But to let 
you ſee, that I think good Company may ſometimes 

Want Cards, to keep them together, What think you, 
if we three fat ſoberly down, to kill an Hour at Ore? 

Mas. 1 ſhall be too hard tor you, Madam, 
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tige of my Lord, as you have of me. Ne 
L. Town. Say you ſo, Madam? Have at you then! 
Here! Ger the Ombre- Table, and Cards. [ Ex. L. Town. 
I Grart. Come, Mr. Manly —T know you dont 


forgive me now! _ 


. 


Has. 1 don't know whether I ought to forgive your 


: 
= 


? - 


ments, 


— 1 4 *® 
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3 AC: II. 8 S C EN E. I. 
"SCENE Are. Motherly's Toe. 
i Enter Couni Baſſer and Mrs. Motherly. 1 


C. B/ I TE LL you, there is not ſuch a Family in 
I England, for you! Do you think I would 


not ſure to make you eaſy for the Winter? 
Moth. Nay, I ſee nothing againſt ir, Sir, bur the 


C2 


II. Grace. No Matter! I ſhall have as much Advan- 


thinking fo, Madam. Where do you imagine I could 


ROY, | 8 
La. Grace. 1 am ſotry my Lord is not here to take his 


It muſt be fo ———— She ſees, I love her —— 
| Yer with what unoffending Decency ſhe avoids an Ex- 


bave gone out of your Lodgings for any Body, that was 


Gentleman's being a Parliament-Man; and when Fad 


N 


| 


-— 


The Provo Huband. or, 


ple may, as it were, think one Impertinent, or be out 


of Humour, you know, when a Body comes to ask for 
one's Own 


C. Baſ. Pſhah! Pr ythee never trouble thy 8 


20 


His Pay is as good as the Bank! - — WY * has above 


Two thouſand Pound a Vear! 


Moth. Alas-a-day ! that's Nothing: Your People of 
ten thouſand a Vear, have ten thouſand Thing to do 
with =... 

C. Baſ. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of your 


Money; what do you think of going a little with * 
Mrs. Motherly ? . 


Moth. As "TY 


Ci. Baſ. Why I have a Game in my Hand, in which, 
if you'll croup me, that is, help me to play it, you 
ſhall go five hundred to . 

Moth. Say you ſo? - Why then, I go, sir 
and now pray let's ſee your Game. 
C. Baſ. Look you, in one Word, my Cards lie thus 
| —— When I was down this Bummer at York, I hap- 

ned to lodge in the fame Houſe with this Knight s La- 
dy, that's now coming to lodge with you. 

Moth. Did you ſo, Sir? 


C. Baſ. And ſometimes had the Honour to Breakfa 
and paſs an idle Hour with her — 


Moth. Very good; and here I ſuppoſe you would 


have the Impudence to Sup, and be buſy with her. 
Ci. Baſ. Pſhah! pr'ythee hear me! 
Moth. Is this your Game? I would not give Sir⸗ 
pence for it! What, you have a Paſſion for her Pin- 
Money — no, no, Country Ladies are not ſo fluſh of it! 
„ Nay! if you won't have Patience 


Moth. One had need have a good deal, I am 1 ſure, 


to hear you talk at this Rate! Is this your way of making 
my poor Neice Myrtilla ealy? 


C. Baſ. Death! 1 I ſhall do it ſtill, if the Woman will 
| bur let me ſpeak - 


Moth. Had not you a Letter from her this Morn- 
ing 


C. 25 1 haxe it here 1 in my Pocket — 


. is it. 


( Shews it, and puts 7 Up 7 
Moth. 


e 5 | T eee ne in 


Moth. Ay, but I dow 3 find you have made any An- 
(wer IO. 

C. Baſ. How the Devil can I, if you won't hear me? 

Moth. W hat! hear you talk of another Woman? 

C. Baſ. O lud! O lud! I tell you, I'll make her For- 
tune — 'Ounds! I'll marry her. 

Moth. Alikely matter ! if you would nor do it when 
ſhe was a Maid, your 8 is not ſo arp ſet, 8 
] preſume. _ 


ne, marry her my felt ! 


Moth. If you don't, who the Devil do you think will 


ü marry her? 
ich, C. Baſ. Why, a Fool 
you Moth. Humh! there may be Senſe in that — 


C. Baſ. Very good— One for t'other then; if I can 
_ help her to a Husband, why ſhould not you come into 


my Scheme of helping me to a Wiſe? 
Moth. Your Pardon, Sir! ay! ay! in an honourable 


where is this bleſſed Wife and Husband to be had? 


their Toes out. : 
Moth. Good! 15 
C. Baſ. The Son is an unbch d Whelp, boot ſixteen, 


Wench in the Family : The Daughter, much of the 


8 Way too, 


Moth. And your Deſign i is, to put ber into Buſineſs 


lY for Life? 


_ C. Baſ. Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Motherly, we Gen» | 
* tlemen, whoſe occaſional Chariots roll, only, upon the {! 


four Aces, are liable ſometimes, you know, to have a 
Wacel out of Order: which, 1 confeſs, Is o much my 


Cz 


C. Baſ. Hey day! why your Head begins to turn, 
our W my dear! The Devil! you did not think 1 propos'd to 


Affair, you know, you may command me bur pray 


C. Baſ. Now have a little Patience — You muſt. 
know then, this Country Knight, and his Lady, bring 
up, in the Coach with them, their eldeſt Son, and a 
Daughter, to teach chem to waſh their F ACS, and turn 


juſt taken from School; and begins to hanker after every 


ſame Age, a pert, forward Huſſy, who having eight 
2 thouſand Pound, left her by an old doating Grandmo- 
re, ther, ſeems to have adeviliih Mind to be doing, in ber 


Caſe, 


Wen, 


the five hundred ſhall be ſtak'd, in a third Hand. 


: we let her into the Secret? 


* the Beds ſheered ? 


always burns Wax, in her own Chamber, and we have 


7 is a buſy Time, you know. [Exit Mrs. Motherly. 


| thar have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better for't. 


joy e for winning 70 veep Late, ſix Months e! it's 


xD "NY Would 1 had never play's for it! 


REP TIVIR& nn,; ; Br, 
| Caſe, at ker that my Dae Greys are reduced to a 
a Pair of Ambling Chair-men: Now if, with your äſſi- 
ftance, I can whip up this young Jade into a Hackney. 1 
Coach, I may chance, in à day or two after, to carry | 
her in my own Chariot, en famille, to an Opera. Now N 
what do you ſay to me? | 


Moth. Why, I ſhall not fleep— for thinking of It, 
But how. will you prevent the Family's ſmoaking your 


C. Baſ. By renewing my Addreſſes to the Mother. 

Moth. And how will the Daughter like that, think you? 
C. Baſ. Very well— whilft it covers her own Affair. 
Moth. Thats true it muſt do ——— but, as you 


Gay, one for t'other Sir ] ſtick to . you don't 
do my Neice's Buſineſs with the Son, I'll blow you 
with the. Daughter, depend upon't. 


C. Baſ. It's a Bett—— pay as we go, I tell you, and 
Moth. That's honeſt— Eur here comes my Neice! ſhall 


C. mY. Time enough! may be, 112 touch upon it. 
Enter Myrtilla. 
e 80 Neice, are all the Rooms done out, and 


Myr. Ves Madam, but Mr. Moody . us the Lady 


none in the Houſe. _ 
. Moth, Odſo! then I muſt beg your Pardon, Count; this 


C. Baſ. Myriills / how doſt hob do, Child? 
Mr. As well as a loſing Gameſter can. 

C. Bf Why, what have you loſt? 
Mr. What 1 ſhall never recover; and het 5 worſe, you 


C. Baſ. Why Chitd, doſt thou ever ſee any body over- 
over? 


C. Biff Pſhaſn! As theſe. "Tnelancholy Thoughts 
we may be Friends tif. 
yr. Dull ones. 


. Bag 


2 . Baſ. Uſeful ; ones, — ſuppoſe I ſhoufd hel 

ee to b Husband? 2 
Myr. I ſuppoſe you'll think any one good enough, # 

will take me off o your hands. 3 
C. Baſ. What do you think of the young Coulttry 


: a 4 


here? 


t. Myr. How ſhould I know what to think of hin? 
our . 5 Nay I only give 1 the hint, Child; it may 
be worth your while, at leaſt, to look about vou Hark! 


what Buſtle s that without ? 
"Ira Enter Mrs. Motherly in baff. 


Door! they are all come! 
C. Baſ. What, already? 


Moth. They are juſt getting out : — wor” t you 


I] muſt run and receive them. ¶ Exit Mrs. Motherly. 
C. Baſ. And Fans of what I told you. | Exit Count. 
Mr. Ay! ay! you have left me enough to think of, 

as long as live — a faithleſs Fellow! I am ſure, I have 


like a mercilefs Highway-man, he made me deliver all 
I had in the World-—1 am fure, I beg'd piteouſſy to 


y fave but one poor ſmall Bawble! could I have kept 
* that, I bad (till kept him: but while Women are weak, 
| Men will be Rogues! And for a Bane to both their 
s Joys, and ours; when our Vanity indulges them, in ſuch 
5 innocent Favours, as make them adore us; we can never 


be well, *till we grant them the very one, that puts an 


end to their Devotion. — But here comes my Aunt, and 
the Company. 


Mrs. Motherly returns, Sewing £ in Lady Wronghead | 
= led by Count Baſſet. 


Moth. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk” into this 


vants have got all your Things in. 
La. Wrong. Well! dear Sir, this f is lo infinitely ob- 


Squire, the Heir of the Family, rhat' s coming to lodge 


- Meth. Sir! Sir! the Gentleman's Coach is at the _ 


ſtep, and lead in my Lady: ? Do you bein the way, Neice! 


doe, Madam, only for the preſent, 'till your Ser- 


> being 


2 
f 


been true to him; and for that only Reaſon, he wants 
to be rid of me, and yet 'tis not above fix Months, ſince, 


Iadymip. 


YH of them. 


3 - Coach, and ice all our Things out — Come, Children, 4 


"=p come to London. 


en en, or, 1 


proteſt, it gives me Pain tho', to turn you 
aut of your Lodging thus: 


C. Baſ. No Trouble in the leaſt, Madam; we Gn 
gle Fellows are ſoon mov'd : beſides, Mrs. Matherly's my 
old Acquaintance, and I could not be her Hindrance. 

Moth, The Count is ſo well bred, Madam, I dare 
ſay he would do a great deal more, to accommodate your 


2 Mrong. O dear Madam! — A good well · bred fort 
of a Woman. | Apart to the Count. 
Ci. Baſt. O Madam, ſhe is very much among Peo- 
ple of Quality, the is ſeldom without them, in her Houſe, 


La. Wrong. Are there a good many People of Quali- 
ty in this Street, Mrs. Motherly * ME HE 


5 * Moth. Now your Ladyſhip 1s here, Madam, I don't t 
believe there is a Houſe without them. 
La. Wrong. J am mighty glad of that! for really 1 


think People of Quality ſhould always live =mang one 
| another. . 


„ Ti What one avoid chuſe, indeed. Madam. 


La. Wrong. Bleſs me! but Where are the Children all 
this while? 


Moth. Sir Francis, Madam, I believe is i Care 


Sir Fran. 0 551% John r / flay you by the De 


Moth. Here they are, Madam. 


Enter Sir F rancis, Squire Richard, and Miſs Jenny. 


3 Fran. Well, Count! I mun ſay it, this was koynd, 
E mY} th 1 0 


C. Baſ. Sir Francis! give me leave to bid you wel- 


Sir Fran. Pſhah! how doſt 1 Mon Funds, [ m : 
Bad to ſee thee! A good fort of a Houſe this! 
Ci. Baf. Is not that Maſter Richard. 


Sir Fran. Ey! Ey! that's young 0 8 why doſt 
not Baw, Dick? 


Sgqu. Rich. So 1 do, Feytber. 
C. Baſe. Sir, J am glad to fee you — T proteſt Mrs: 
Jaw is grown ſo, I ſhould not haye known her. Sir 
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Sir Fran. Come forward, Jenny. 
to behave my ſelf? 


Francis — 


Jenny. Lord, Sir! I am in ſuch a frightful Pickle— 


Salute. 


Madam, — you have been a long Journey. 


Fir. 


ſtance, in her Power. 


you two mutt be acquainted. 


Jenny. O, Mamma. I am never ſtrange, in a ſtrange 


—_ Zu [ Salutes Myr. 
Myr. You do me a oreat deal of Honour, Madam — 
9 ab your Ladyſhip's welcome to London. 


me, my Ladyſhip. 
her too! 


little more Breeding firſt. 


; he does not put himſelf forward? 


a zu. Rich. Why ay Feather, does Mother think at 


d be uncivil to her? 


ur be quier ſhe and 1 ſhould do well enough. 


e ſo familiar, 


in mun I pais my Time here, in a ſtrange Place? 
aw you, and I, and — forſooth, ſometimes, in an 


* After- 


Jenny. Sure, Papa, do you 11 I don't know how | 


C. Baſ. If 1 have permiſſion 1 to approach Her, Sir 


C. Baſ. Every Dreſs that's proper muſt become you, 
Fenny. 1 hope you will [ce me in a * To-morrow, 5 
[La. Wrong. whiſpers Mrs. Moth. pointing to Myrtilla. . 
Moth. Only a Neice of mine, Madam, that lives with 
me; the will be proud to give oe Ladyſhip any Aſſi- 


La. Wrong. A pretty ſort of a young Woman-— Jenny, ; 


Jenny. Mamma! I like her prodigiouſly ! ſhe call 
$4u. Rich. Pray Mother, maun't 1 be acquainted with 
La. Wrong. You! you Clown! ny ill you learn a g 


Hir Fran, Od's heart! my Lady IWronghead . / why do 
ou baulk the Lad? how ſhould he ever learn Breeding, 


Myr. Maſter has ſo much good Humour, Madam, he 
Fould ſon gain upon any Bod. [e kifes Myr. 

gu. Rich. Lo'you theere, Moather: and yow would | 
La. Wrong. Why how now, Sirrah! Boys muſt not g 


Su. Rich. Why, 'an I know nobody, haw the Maur- 
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enn pr your ſelf, Sir! q e think] a at f. 
ets Games? & 4 p ich 
Su. Rich. Why and you woan't, yo wa' let Fe; 
then ſhe, and I, may hap, will have a bawr at All-fours, 
without you. _ 
Sir Fran. Noa! noa! Dick, that wont do neither; 
mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child. 
Hr. If Maſter pleaſes, I'll ſhew it him 
Sgu. Rich. What! th' Humber / Hoy day! PRE does | 
our iver run to this Tawn, Feather? 
Sir Fran, Pooh! you filly Tony! Ombre is a Geam 
at Cards, that the better Sort of People play three to- 
gether WE: 
Squ. Rich, Nay the moare the mertier, Ifay; but Siſter 
Is always ſo crok-grain'd— 9 8 
Jienny. Lord! this Boy is enough to deaf people 
and one has really been ſtufft up in a Coach fo long, 
that — Pray Madam — could not [ get a little Powder 
for my Hair? 
Ar. It you. pleaſe t to come along with me, Madam. 
[ [ Exe. Myr. and | Jenny. 
Sow. Rich. What, has Siſter ta · en her away naw ! 'mels, 
Tu go, and havea little game with 'em. [ Ex. after then. 
La. Wrong. Well Count, J hope you won't fo far 
change your Lodging, but you wall ep; and be at 
home here ſoetines? 5 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay! pr ythee eome and take a bit of Mur: 
ton with us, naw and tan, when thou'ſt nowght to do. 
6" e Well Sir Francis, you ſhall find PI make but 
very little Ceremony. 
Sir Fran. Why ay naw, that's hearty! 
Meth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh your ſelf, 
with a Diſh of . after your Fatigue? I think I have 
pretty Naa. 
La. Wrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly; but I be 
| heve we had beſt have it above „ 77 ; 
Moth. Very well, Madam: it ſhall be ready imme 
diately. I Exit Mrs. Mother 
Wage # IVrong, War, t you walk up, Sir? 
Sir Fran. Moody. 


{ 


tls 
n 


C 
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C. Baſ. Shan: t we ſtay for Sir Frapcis, Madam? 

La. Wrong. Lard! don't mind him! he will come, if 
he likes it. 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, ne'er heed me I ha- things to 

look after. [ Ex. Lady Wrong. and Count Bal. 


Enter John Moody. 


J. Mood. Did your Worſhip want muh? 3 

Sfr Fran. Ay,is the Coach clear d! ? and all our Things 
in? 

* Mood. Aw but a few Bandboxes, and the Nook 
that's left o'th* Gooſe Poy But a Plague on him, 
tb' Monkey has gin us the lip, 1 think I ſappoſe 
he's goan to ſee his oo for here looks to be a 
Power of um in this Tun - but heavy. Kab is 
kawer'd after hi. 

Sir Fran. Why lethim go to the Devil! no matter, and 
the Hawnds had bad him a Month agoe — but Þ wiſh 
the Coach and Horſes were got ſafe to th' Inn! This is 
a ſharp Tawn, we mun look about us here, John, there- 


" {oc l would have you goa alung with Roger, and ſee 
ws that no Body runs away with them Downs: they —_— 
5 the Stable. 


far J. Mood. Alas-a-day, Sir; 1 believe our awd Cattle 
woant yeaſily be run away with to· night- but how- 
bmdever, we 'ſt ta' the beſt care we can of um, poor 
dawls. 

a Sir Fran. Well, well! make haſte then | 
4 | [Moody y goes out, and returns. 
7. Mood. 'C Ods fleſh! here's Meaſter 40 come t9 
wait upo' your Worſhip! 
Hir Fran. Wheere is ges? 

J. Maod. Juſt coming in, at threſhold. 
Sir Fran. Then goa about your Buſineſs. 


I be 
19 Enter Manly. 
jmme ouſin Mony! Sir, I am your very humble Servant. 

cher Man. IL heard you were come, Sir Francis —— and — 

| Sir Fran. Odsheart : this was ſo kindly done of you, naw ! 

Man. 4 wiſh you may think it fo, Couſin ! for J con- 

C. B, 1 ſhould have been better pleas' d to have ſeen you 
any other Place. Sir 


9 
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„ Folks: - 


Sir Ned How ſoa, Sir? 
Man. Nay, tis for your own fake: I'm not concern'd 
Sir Fran. Look you, Couſin! thof' I know you wiſh 
me well; yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſuch 
| weighty Reaſons for what I have done, that you will 
ſay, Sir, this is the wiſeſt Journey that ever I made in 
9 Life. | 
Man. I think it ought to be, Couſin ; for I believe, 
. will find it the moſt expenſive one - your Be. 
how did not coſt you a Trifle, I ſuppole. 5 
Sir Fran. Why ay! it's true! That — that did lick 
a little; but if a Man's wife, (and I han't fawn'd yet 
that I'ma Fool) tore are hs Ons, to lick ones {elf 
— . 
Man, Nay if you have chat Secret — 
Sir Fran. Don't you be fearful, Coulin - —_ you'll find 
chat I know ſomething. 
Aan. If it be any thing for your good, 1 ſhould bai 
WP glad to know it too. 
Sir Fran. In ſhort then, I have a Friend in a Cor 
ner, that has let me a little into what's barge at We ef 
 minſler —— that's one Thing! 
Man. Very well ! but what Good is that to 40 you | 
WY Fran. Why not mes. as much as it does othe 


Man. Other Pale,” F doubr, have the Advantag 
of different Qualifications. 

Sir Fran. Why ay! there's it naw! 4. 58871 ſay that 
have liv'd all my Days 1 i'th' Country — what then 
I'm o'th' Quorum ——T have been at Seffions, and 
| have made Speeches theere: ay; and at N too 
and may hap they may find here, - that I hay 
brought my Tanne up to Town with me! D'ye tak 
me, news. 7: 

Man. If I take your Caſe right, Couſins ; I am afrai 
the firſt Occaſion you will have for your Eloquend 
here, will be, to ſhew that you bare ay Right to mak 
uſe of it at all. 

Sir Fran. How d'ye mean? ? A. 

Aan. That Sir ſs Heil has lodg'd a Petit 
3 you. 


ae 


4 # Yourney + 70 | London; | ö 29 


va i Sir 8 Petition! why ay! there let it lye — we'll 
wil ind a way to deal with that, I warrant you! — Why 
ach Wl jou forget Couſin, Sir John's o'th* Wrung fide, Mon! 
will Man. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little 
e ſervice; for in Caſes very notorious (which I take 
i yours to be) there is ſuch a Thing as a Short Day, and 
eve, gs 78 them immediately 


Ele. ir Fran. With all my Heart! the ſooner I ſend him ; 
home again, the betrer. 


nick Man. And this is the Scheme you have laid down, bo > 
1 yer repair your Fortune? | 
b {elf Sir Fran. In one word; Couſin, I think it my Duty! 
e Wrong heads have been a conſiderable Family, ever 
ſince England was England; and ſince the World knows 
1nd 1 have Talents wherewithall, they ſhan't ſay it's my 
; Fault, if J don't make as good a Vigure as any that ever 
na bell vere at the Head on't. 

Man. Nay ! this Project, as you have laid it, will come 
Cor up to any thing your Anceſtors have done theſe five 
Mes hundred Vears. 


5 Sir Fran. And let me alone to work it! mayhap 1 : 
) you | hav'n t told you all, neither, —— 


othe Man. You aſtoniſh me! what! and i is it full as pra- 
Qicable as what you have told me! 
antag i Sir Fran. Ay, thof' I ſay it — every whit, Couſin! : 
N you'll find that I have more Irons i'th' Fire than one! 
thar I doan't come of a Fool's Errand! 
hen Man. Very well. . 
and Sir Fran. In a word, my Wife has got a Friend at 
5 Court, as well as my ſelf, and her Dowghter Jeu is 
hauf naw pretty well grown up —— 


ye tag Man. | Afide. | — And what in the Devil's Name 
I would he do with the Dowdy? 


n affa Sir Fran. Naw, if I Qoan't lay 1 in for a Husband fo 8 


p quenc her, mayhap i'this Tawn, ſhe may be looking out for 
0 mak her ſelf. 


Man. Not unlikely. 


Sir Fran. Therefore I have ſome Thoughts of getting 
14 her to be Maid of Honour. 


Man. [Aſide.] Oh! he has taken my Brearh away! 
1 but [ muſt hear him out. Pray Sir Francis, alk * 
thin 


Man that ever I knew in my Life — 
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think her Eddcntietr has yet qualified her for 4 Court 

Sif Fran. Why! the Gi a Httle too mettleſome, 
ir's true! but & tic has Tongue enough: the woan'r be 
dat! Then ſhe {hall learn to daunce forth with, and 

2 will ſooti teach her haw to ſtond fill; you know, 
Mun. Very well; but when ſhe is thus accotpliſh 
| you muſt ftill wait for a Vacancy. 
© Sir Fran, Why I hope one has a good Chance for 
* every Da * ouſt For if I take it right, that's 

Poſt, that Folks are not more willing to ger into, than 

they are to get out of — it's like an Orange Tree, 
upon that accawnt — it will bear Bloſſoms, and Fru 

> that s ready to drop, at the ſame time. 

Man. Well, Sir, you'beſt know how to make good 

our Prete lions! But ray where is my Lady, and my 

oung Couſins? I ſhould be glad ro ſee them too. 

_ Sir Fran. She's but juſt taking a Diſh of Tea with 
Us Count, and my Landlady - Tu call her dawn. 
Man. No, no, if ſhe's engag'd, I ſhall call again. 

Sir Fran, Ods-heart! but you mun ſee her naw, Cou- 
ſin; what! the beſt Friend Thave ih the World Here! 
Sweetheart! [To a Servant without.) pr'ythee defire my 
Lady, and the Gentleman, to come 94 a bit; tell her, 
7 hay, s$ Couſin Manly come to wait upon her. 
Man. Pray, Sir, who may the Gentleman be? 
Sir Fran. 96 mun know him to be ſure Why! It's 
Count or... 
Man. Oh! is it he? er Family will be infi-+ 
nitely happy in his Acquaintance. 
Sir Fran. Troth! I think ſo too: He's ik civileſt 
Why! here he 
would go out of his own Lodging, at an Hour's Warn- 
oy purely to oblige my F amily. Was n't that kind, 

a 

Man. Extreamly civil — Family is in adm 
rable hands already! 

Sir Fran. Then my Lady likes bin hu dei il the 
Time of York "wud ſhe would never be withaut him. 
Man. That was hap py indeed! and a prudent Man, 
Nate know, ſhould Wah take care that is Wife may 

ave innocent Company, *' © 8 

it 
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rt; Sir Fran. Why ay! that's it! and 1 think thetecould 

me, Whor be ſuch another! © 

be Man. Why truly, for her Purpoſe, | think nor. 

and Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he—he ſtonds a leetle 

ow, ¶ too much upon Ceremony; that's his fault. 

ſhi, Man. O never fear! he'll mend that ey Day —— 
Mercy on us! what a Head he has! 8 


; Sir Fran. So! here they come! 
han Eater Lady Wronghead, Count Baſſet, and Mrs. Motherly. 
4 Lu. Iron. Couſin Manly! this is infinitely obliging! 


115 extreamly glad to ſee you. 
Man. Y our moſt obedient Servant, Madam; ; I. am 
glad to ſee your Ladyſhip look ſo well, after your Journey. 
La. Wron. Wh really ! coming to London is apt co 

put a little more Mie in one's Looks. . 
Man. Vet the way of living here, is very apt to  deaden 

the Complexion - and give me leave to tell you, as 4 

Friend, M 

the World, for a good Woman to grow better in. 
La. Wrong. Lord Couſin! how ſhould. People ever 

Imake any Figure 3 in Life, chat are always moap'd up i in 

the Country ? 
C. Baſ. Your. Ladyſhip certainly rakes the Thing it in | 

quite right Light, Madam: Mr. Manly, your humble 

Servant —— a- hem. 
Man. Familiar Puppy. [464] Sir, your moſt obe 


dient I muſt be civil ro the Raſcal, to cover my 
Gon of him. L de. 
wh C. Bæſ. Was you at White's this Morning, Sir? 


Man. Yes, Sn, I juft call'd in. | 
a C. Baſ. Pray what —— was there any thing done 
ind, bare. 
Man. Much as uſual, Sir, the lame daily Carcalles, 
and the fame Crows about them 1 
C. Baſ. The Demoivre Baronet had a bloody Tumble, 
the yeles, «day. | 
Man I hope, Sir, you had your Share ot ins 
C.'Baf.Yo faith! I came in when it was, all over — 
mY I chink I jult made a couple of Betts with him, took 
g cp a cool kunded and ſo went to the King's Arms. * 5 
4. 


adam, you are come to the worſt Place * 


i. 
of 


3 — ee 9 2 


= n - 
- Rn . Za. cid entice. hott ha A. i, i; 


Had beaten my Brains out ! ſo'l gut a dab of wet brown 3 
Paper here, to ſwage it a while. 


never have done with your Horſe- play? 
by to-morrow — the Boy has a ſtrong Head! 
able thickneſs. [Aſide 


| is your God-fon. 


PF your Bleſſing. 


any good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wile 
Man as thy Father. 


1 * 
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La. Wron. What a genteel, eaſy Manner he bas! Ala. l 
Man. A very n W 1 have made here. l 


22 


b Enter "Fquire Richard, with a wet brown Paper on bis Face. 7 
a4 


Sir Fran. How naw, Dick. 2 what' 8 the matter with 


. thy Forehead, Lad? 9 
Sgu. Nich. I ha getten a knuck upon . 

Tua. Wron. And how did you come e by it, you heed: * 

| leſs Creature? q 


Sęu. Rich. Why I was but running after Siſter, and 


other young Woman, into a little Room juſt nay: g 
and fo with that, they flupr the Door full in my Feace, © 


and gave me ſuch a whurr here I thowghrt they 


a 
La. Iron. They ſerv'd you right e will ye 
Sir Fran. Pooh! never heed it, Lad! it will be wel 
Man. Yes truly, his Skull ſeems to be of a comfort 


Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here's Couſin Manly — RY thi, 


; La. Wron. Oh: here's my Daughter too. | 


Enter Miſs Jenny. 
$47 a. Rich. Honour'd Gudfeyther!. I crave : leave t 


Man. Thou haſt it, Child 1 if! it will do the I 


La. Wron. Miſs Jenny / don t you ſee your Couſin, Child 
Man. And for Thee, my pretty Dear I Salutes her. 
'may'ſ{t thou be, ar leaſt, as good a Woman, as thy Mother _ 
Jen. I with I may ever be fo Handſome, Sir. ſ 
Man. Hah! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought, hat h 


Higb. gate. | [ 4fiae 
Sir Fran. Her Tongue is a little nimbl⸗ Sir. 
La. 8 That's only from her County Education 


7 $i 
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E Froncis. You know he has been kept too long 
there—— ſo I brought her to London, Sir, to learn a 
2 lrtle more Reſerve and Modeſty. | 
11 Man. O, the beſt Place in the World for it — eve- 
"* ry Woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it — 
ace. There's the good Gentlewoman of the Houſe, looks like 
„a knowing Perſon; even ſhe perhaps will be fo £006 as 
ich to ſhew her a little London Behaviour, 
Moth. Alas, Sir, Mils won't ſtand long in need of my 


be Inſtructions. 
* Man. That I dare ſay: What thou cant teach her, 
ſhe will ſoon be Miüres of. 5 Aide. 


Moth. If ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at her 
A 

La. Wrong. Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Motherly. 3 
| Sir Fran. Very kind, and civil truly ——1 chink we 

are got into a mighty good Hawie here. | 

Man. O yes, and very friendly Company. 

C. Baſ. Humh! I' gad I don't like his Looks —he 
72 a little ſmoaky ——T believe I had as good bruſh. 
0 
ſome odd Queſtions. | Afede.. 

Man. 2 Sir, I believe you and I do but hinder 
the Family 

C. Baſ. It's very true, sir — I was juſt thinking of 
| going He don't care to leave me, I ſee: but it's 
no matter, we have time enough. A. de] And fo La- 
dies, without Ceremony, your humble Servant. 

Er. Count Baſſet, and drops a Letter. 

La. Wrong. Ha! what Paper's this? Some Billet-doux 
III lay my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. 

[ Puts it in her Pocket. 

Sir Fran. Why in ſach haſte, Couſin? 
12 Man. O! my Lady muſt have a great many Affairs | 
7 upon her . after ſuch a Journey. 
hel La. Mrong. 1 believe, Sir, I ſhall not have much leſs eve- 
FF ry Day, while I ſtay in this Town, of one ſort or other. 
hall Man. Why truly Ladies ſeldom want Employment 
y here, Madam. 

* Ang Mamma did not come to it to be idle, Sir. 


— 


If I ſtay, [ don' [ know but he may ask me 


Jenny. 1 hope not, Sir. 

Van. Hah! Miſs Vettle! Where are you going, Sir? 

Sir Fran. Only to fee you to th' Door, Sir. 

Man. Oh! Sir Francis, I love to come and go, with- 

our Ceremony. 

Sir Fran. Nay, Sir, I muſt do as you will have me 

Four humble Servant. [ Exit Man. 

. Mifs. This Couſin Manly, Ppt ſcems to be but of 
an odd ſort of a cruſty Humour -I don't like him 

half ſo well as the Count. 

Sir Fran. Pooh! that's another thing, Child—Couſn 

is a little proud indeed! but however you muſt always 
be civil to him, for he has a deal of Money; and no Bo- 
dy knows who he may give it to. 


La. Wrong. Pſhah! a Fig for his Money! you have ſo 


many Projects of late about Money, ſince you are a Par- 


liament-Man: What! we muſt make our ſelves Slaves 


to his impertinent Humours, eight, or ten Years per- 


haps, in hopes to be his Heirs; and then he will be juſt 


old enough to marry his Maid. 

Moth. Nay, for that Matter, Madam, the Town ſays 
he i is going to be married already. 

Sir Fran. Who? Couſin Manly? 

La. Wrong. To whom, pray? 


Moth. Why, is it poſſible your Ladyſhip ſhould know 


, nothing of it? —to my Lord 7 _ $ Siſter Lady Grace, 
La. Wrong. Lady Grace! 


Moth. Dear Madam, it has been in the News-Papers! 


La. Wrong. I don't like that neither. 0 

Sir Fran. Naw, I do; for chen it's A it mayn't 
be true. 

La. Wrong. CA 5 If it is not too far gone; ; at leaſt 
it may be worth ones while to throw a Rub in his way. 
Squ. Rich. Pray Feyther haw lung will ir beto Supper? 


Sir Fran. Odſo! that's true! ſtep to the Wan Lad, 
and ask what ſhe can get us? 


Moth. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll order one of my Maids 


to ſhew her where ſhe may have any thing you have a 
mind to, 


Sir Ir Yan Flank a6 you kindly, Mrs. Muterh. 
We 
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Day, I am ſure — 


F Hu Rich: Ods-fleſn! what is not it i'th* Heute yet 


l ſhall be famiſhr —but howrd 1 ll ge and wk —= 


Doll, an there's none o'th* Gooſe Poy left. 


Sir Fran. Do ſo, and doeſt hear Dick — ſee if there? s 


&er a Bottle oꝰth' ſtrung Beer that came i'th* Coach with 
us — if there be, clap a Toaſt in it, and bring it up. 
S$qu. Rich. With a little N utmeg, and Sugar, n. t 


I, Feyther ? 


Sir Fran. Ay! | ay! as ; chee and 1 always drink it for 
Breakfaſt —— Go thy ways- 


a little hungry after his Journey. 
La. Wrong. Nay, ev'n breed him your own way -— 


He has been AY in or out of the Coach all this 
-1 wiſh my * Girl could eat a 


quarter as much. 
Jenny. O for that!] could eat a great deal more, Mam- 


ma; but then mayhap, I ſhould grow coarſe, like bim, 


and ſpoil my Shape. | 
La. Wrong. Ay ſo thou would'ſt, my Dear. 


Enter Squire Richard with a full 2. ankard. 


Su. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha' browght it — it's 
well I went as I did; for our Doll had juſt bad a 
Toaſt, and was going to drink it her ſelf. 

Sir Fran. Why then, here's to thee, Dick / [Drinks 

$44. Rich. Thonk yow, Feyther. 


La. Wrong. Lord! Sir Francis! I wonder you can en- 
courage the Boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly Li- 
quor — it's enough to make him quite ſtupid. 
Sgu. Rich. Why it niver hurts me, Mother; and I 


ſleep like a Hawnd after it. | [ Drinks. 


Sir Fran. I am ſure I ha' drunk it theſe thirty Years, 
and by your LEAVE, Madam, I don't know that I want 


Wit: Ha! ha! 
Jenny. But you might have had a great deal more, Pa- 
pa, if you would have been govern'd by my Mother. 
Sir Fran. Daughter! he that is govern'd by his Wife, 
has no Wit at all. Jenny. 


and l'II fill a Pipe i'th“ 


mean while. [# akes one from a Pocket-Caſe, and fills it. 
Exit Squire Rich. 


La. Wrong. This Boy | is always thinking of his Belly! 
Sir Fran. Why my Dear, you may allow him t to be 
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. Then I [ hope 1 I ſhall marry a Fool, Sir; for I 
love to govern dearly. 

Sir Fran. You are too pert, Child; it don t do well, 


ina young Woman. 
La. Wrong. Pray Sir Francis don't nub her; ſhe hay 


a fine growing Spirit, and if you check her ſo, you 
will make her as dull as her Brother there. 


Sgu. Rich. [After a long Draught.) Indeed Mother, 1 


"abies my Siſter is too forward, 


Jenny. You! you think I'm too forward! ſure ! Bro- 


ther Mud! your Head's too heavy to think of any 
thing, but your Belly. 


La. Wrong. Well faid, Miſs z he's none of your Ma- 


ſter, tho? he is your elder Brother. 
S u. Rich. No, nor the ſhawn't be my Miſtreſs, while 
ſhe's younger Siſter! 

Sir Fran. Well ſaid Dick / ew em chat ſtawt Li- 
quor makes a ſtawt Heart, Lad! 


* Rich. So I wull: and PI drink ageen, for all 


8 it, 


Enie Joh Nigg. 
Sir Fran. So *. / how are the Horſes? 


J. Mood. Troth, Sir, I ha' noa good Opinion o this 


T awn, it's made up o' miſchief, I think! 
Sir Fran. What's the Matter, naw? 


F. Mood. Why l'ſt tell your Worſhip before we 


were gotten to th' Street End, with the Coach, here, 
: 2 Lugger- headed Cart, with Wheels as thick as 
2 


rick Wall, laid hawl'd on't, and has poo'd it aw to 
bits; Crack! went the Perch! Down goes the Coach! 
and Whang! ſays the Glaſſes, all to Shivers! Marcy 


upon us! and this be London / would we were a weell 


i'th' Country ageen! 


Miſs. What have you to do, to with 1 us all in the 
Country again, Mr. Lubber? I hope we ſhall not go 


into the Country again theſe Seven Years, Mamma; let 


twenty Coaches be pull'd to Pieces. 


Sir Fran. Hold your Tongue, Jenn) / — Was Roger | 


in no Fault, in all this? 


þ Mood. Noa, Sir, nor 1; noather — are not vo 
l ſays 1 to the Carter, to do ſuch an 


Un- 
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unkind thing by Strangers? Noa, ſays he, you Bum- 


kin. Sir, he did the thing on very Purpoſe! and fo the 


4 
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Folks ſaid that ſtood by - — Very well, ſays Roger, 


yow ſhall ſee what our Meyſter will ſay to ye! your 
Meyſter? ſays he; your Meyſter may kiſs my 
ſo he clapt his Hand juſt there, and like your Wor- 


ſhip. Fleſh! I thowghrt they had better Breeding in 
. Or SE po 
Sir Fra. I'll teach this Raſcal ſome, I warrant him! 
| Ods-bud! If 1 take him in hand, I'll play the Devil 


with him. . * e 
Sgu. Rich. Ay do, Feyther, have him before the Par- 
11111. ͤ „„ ng 
Sir Fran. Ods- bud! and fo I will —— I will make 
him know who I am! where does he live? 
F. Mood. I believe, in London, Sir. 


Sir Fran. What's the Raſcal's Name? 


FJ. Mood. I think I heard ſomebody call him Dick, 

 Squ. Rich. What, my Name! : LE 
Sir Fray. Where did he go? 
7. Mood. Sir, he went home. 
Sir. Fran. Where's that? 


* 


J. Mood. By my Troth, Sir, I doant know! I heard 


him ſay he would croſs the ſame Street again to-morrow z 


and if we had a mind to ſtand in his way, he wou'd pool 


us over and over again. 


Sir Fran. Will he ſo! Odszooks! get me a Con- 


ſtable. 


La. Wrong. Pooh! get you a good Supper. Come, 
Sir Francis, don't put your felt in a Heat for what can't 
be helpt. Accidents will happen to People that travel 


abroad to ſee the World —— For my part, I think 


it's a Mercy it was not over-turn'd before we were all 


+: So ee” e 
Hir Fran. Why ay, that's true again, my Dear. 


La. Wrong Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can buy 


one at Second-hand, for preſent Uſe ; ſo beſpeak a new 
one, and then all's caſy. 3 


and 


FJ. Mood. Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this could 


have held you above a Day longer. 
Sir Fran. D'ye think fo, Fob? 


D 3 7. Mid. 
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FJ. Mood. Why you ha' had 1 it, ever ſen your Worſhip _ 
| ; | were High-Sheriff, 
| Sir Fran. 2 then go and ſee what Doll has got us 
for Supper and come and get off my Boots. 8 
[ Exit Sir Fran, 
wp Wrong. In the mean time, Miſs, do you ſtep to 
= Hardy, and bid her get me ſome freſh Night-cloaths. | 
3 I Exit La. Wrong. 
5 Jenny. Yes, Mamma, and ſome for my ſelf roo. 
[ Exit Jenny. 
848. Rich. Ods. fleſh! and what mun 1 do all alone? 


I'll &en ſeek out where t'other pratty Miſs i = 
And She and LE 1 go play at Garde for Kiſſes. a 


= 40 1 iu. s CEN EI. 
8 0 E N E the Lord Townly's Houſe, 


Enter Lad Townly, a Servant attending, 5 
L. Tran. HO's there?  - 

| Serv. My Lord! 

3 Tun Bid them ger Dinner —— Lady Grace, y your 
Servant. 


* 
— 
* * * 
* 


Euer Lady Grace. 


Re Grace. What, i is the Houſe up already ? ? My Ladyis is 
not dreſt yet! 
L. Town. No Matter — it's three a-Clock — ſhe 
may break my Reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my Hours. 
La. Grace. N ay, you need not fear that now,; for ſhe 
dines abroad. 
L. Town. That, I ſuppoſe, i is only an Excuſe for her not 
being ready yet. 
I. Grace. No, upon my Word, the is engaged to 
Company. 
L. Town. Where, pray? 
La. Grace. At my Lady Revet's ; ; 1 you know they 
never dine till Supper-time. | 
>. Fey wn 72 Town. 
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I. Town. No truly — ſhe is one of thoſe orderly La- 
dies, Who never let the Sun ſhine upon any of their 
Vices: Bur pr'ythee, Siſter, whar Humour is ſhe 
| in To-day ? 
| La. race. O! in tip- top Spirits, I can aſſure you — 
ſhe won a good deal, laſt Night. 

L. Town. I know no Difference between her Win- 
ning or Loſing, while ſhe continues her courſe of Life. 

La. Grace. However the is better in good Humour, 7 
than bad. : 

L. Town. Much alike: When ſhe is in good Humour, 
other People only are the better for it: When in a very 
ill Humour, then, indeed, 1 ſeldom fail to have my 

Share of her. 

La. Grace, Well, we won't talk of that now — Does 
any Body dine here? | 

L. Town. Manly promis'd m me by the way, Ma- 
dam, what do you think of his Jaf Converſation? 

La. Grace. Lam a little at a Stand about it. 

IL. Town, How ſo? 

La. Grace. Why ——1 don't know how he can erer 
have any Thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch ſe - 
vere Rules upon Wives, in my hearing. 5 

L. Town. Did you think his Rules unreaſonable? 

La. Grace. I can't ſay I did: But he might have had 
a little more Complaiſance before me, at , 
es Town, Complaifance is only a Proof of good Breed- 

But his Plainneſs was a certain Proof of bis Hone- 
27 nay, of his good Opinion of you: For he would 
never have open'd himſelf ſo freely, but in confidence 
that your good Senſe could not be diſoblig'd at it. 

La. Grace. My good Opinion of him, Brother, has 
hitherto been guided by yours: Bur I have receiv'd a 
Letter this Morning, that ſhews him a very difffrens ; 
Man from what I thought him. 
L. Town. A Letter! from whom? 

La. Grace. Thar 1 don t , but there it is. 
| | Gives a Letter. 
L. Town. Pray let's ſee. {> 4 
The Inclos d, Madam, fell accidentally into my Has: 
F it no way concerns ou, gou will only Dat ö bs 


7 7 | : 1» 
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trouble of reading = From your vr fncer Friend and 
bumble Servant, Unknown, &c. 
La. Grace, And this was the inclos'd. [Giving another. 
L. Town. [ Reads.) To Charles Manly, E/q; 
2˙ our manner of living with me of late, convinces me, 
that I now grow as painful to you, as to my ſelf: 
but however, though you can love me no longer, I 
Hope, you will not let me live worſe than J did, be- 
fore I left an honeſt Income, for the vain Hupe, of 


being ever Yours. Myrtilla Dupe. 
P. S. Tig above four Months , ſince 1 receiv d a 


Shilling from ou. 
La. Grace: What think you now? 
I. Town. I am conſidering 3 a 
La. Grace. You ſee it's directed to 3 


L. Town. That's true! but the Poſtſcript ſeems to 


be a Reproach, that 1 think he 1s not capable of de- 


_ ſerving. 
La. Grace. But who could have Concern enough, to 


ſend it to me? 


L. Town. I have Gery d. that eſs fort of 33 


from unknown F riends, generally come from ſecret 
Enemies. 


Ta. Grace. What would you have me do in it? 


L. Town. What I think you ought to do —= fairly | 
| ſhew it him, and ſay I advis'd you to it. 
La. Grace. Will not that have a very odd Look, from me? 
IT.. Town. Not at all, if you uſe my Name in it: If 
| he is Innocent, his Impatience to appear ſo, will diſ- 
cover his Regard to you: If he is Guilty; it will be 


your beſt way of preventing his Addreſſes. 

Ta. Grace. But what Pretence have to put him out 
f of Countenance! 
I. Town. I can't think there? s any fear of that. 

La. Grace. Pray what is't you do think then? 

L. Town. Why certainly, that it's much more proba- 
ble, this Letter may be all an Artifice, Mun that he is 
in the leaſt concern di in it.. — 


Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Mr. Ang, my Lord. 


4 
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L. Town. Do you receiye him; while I ſtepa Minute, 
into 1 my Lady. Gs Exit L. Town. 


Enter Manly. 


"raw: Fr" your moſt Obedient; they told me, 
my Lord was here. 

La. Grace. He vill be here preſently: He j is but juſt 
gone into my A i 

Man. So! then my Lady dines with us. 

La. Grace. No; ſhe is engag'd. 

Man. I hope you are not of her Pans 1 Madam? 

La. Grace. Not till after Dinner. 

Man. And pray how may ſhe have diſpos'd of the reſt 
of the Day? 

La. Grace. Much as uſual! ſhe has Viſits "ill abour | 
eight; after that, till court-time, ſhe is to be at 2 
drille, at Mrs. /dle's: After the Drawing-room, is 
| takes a ſhort Supper with my Lady Moon-light. And 

_ ende, _— go together to my Lord Noble Ss A 
| embly. 

Man. And are you to Jo all this with her, Madam? 
| La. Grace. Only a few of the Viſits: I would indeed 
have drawn her to the Play; but I doubt we have fo 
much upon our Hands, that will not be practicable. _ 

Man. But how can you forbear all the reſt of it? 

La. Grace. There's no great Merit in forbearing, what 
one is not charm'd with. 


Man. And yet J have found chat wy diul, i in wy 
time. 

La. Gra. How do you Wen? | 

Man. Why, I have paſs'd a great deal of my Life, 
in the hurry of the Ladies, though I was generally bet⸗ 
ter pleas'd, when I was at quiet without em. 

La. Grace. What induc'd you, then, to be with 
1 
Man. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion, 

La. Grace. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe ? 

Man. To ſpeak honeſtly — Yes being ofren.in 
the Toyſhop, there was no N pokes. the Bawbles. 

La. Grace. And of courſe, I ſuppoſe, ſometimes you 
were tempted to pay for them, twice as much as they 
were worth. Man. 


2 | 
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Man. Why really, where Fancy only makes tbe 


Choice, Madam, no wonder if we are generally bubble, 
in thoſe ſort of Bargains, which I confeſs has been of 


ten my Caſe: For I had conſtantly ſome Coquet, or o- 


ther, upon my Hands, whom I could love . Jul 
enough, to put it in her power to plague me. 
Ta. Grace. And thar's a FO 1 doubt, commonly 


made uſe of. 


Man. The Amours of a Co quet, Madam, ſeldo m 
have any other View! Llook upon Them, and Prudes, to 
be Nufances, juſt a-like; tho' they ſeem very different: 

The firſt arc always plaguing the Men; and the other 
are always abuſing the Women. 
Lu. Grace, And yet both of them do it FR the ſame 
vain Ends; to eſtabliſh a falſe Character of being Vir- 
tuous. 


Man. Of being Chaſte, they mean for they know 


no other Virtue: and, upon the Credit of that, they 
traffick in every thing elle, that's Vicious: They (even 
n Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they 


they have more power to do Miſchief with it, than 


| they could poſſibly put in Practice without it. 
La. Grace. Hold! Mr. Manly: I am afraid this ſevere 


5 a Opinion of the Sex, is owing to the ill Choice you 


have made of your Miſtreſſes. 
Man. In a great meaſure, it may be ſo: Bur, Madam, 
| if both theſe Characters are ſo odious; how vaſtly va- 
luable is that Woman, who has attain'd all they aim at, 
without the Aid of the Folly, or Vice of either? 
La. Grace. I believe thoſe ſort of Women, to be as 
ſcarce, Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any ſuch; 
8 that Alain ſuch have Virtue enough to deſerve 
em. 
Man. That could 8 chem then——had been a 
more favourable Reflection! 
La. Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little Experi- 
| ence: For (I'll be free with you, Mr. Mauly) I don't 


know a Man, in the World, that, in Appearance, might 


better pretend to a Woman of the firſt Merit, than 
your ſelf; And yet I have a Reaſon, in my — here, 
to think you have your Failings. gre 
© Nah. 


— 
——— 
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Man. 1 have infinite, Madam; but I am ſure, the 
want of an implicit Reſpect for you, is not among the 
Number — pray what is in your Hand, Madam ? 

La. Grace. Nay, Sir, I have no Title to it; for the 
Direction is to you. | Gives him a Letter. ü 

Man. To me! I don't remember the' Hand 

I Keads to bimſelf. 

A Grace. J can't perceive any change of Guilt in 
him! and his Surprize ſeems Natural! [ Aide. 
Give me leave to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. 
Manly; That I ſhould never have thewn you this, bur 
that my Brother enjoyn'd me to it. | 


Man. I take that to proceed from my Lord's good | 
Opinion of me, Madam. 


La. Grace. I hope, at leaſt, it will ſtand as an Excuſe 2 


ſor my taking this Liberty. 


Man. I never yet ſaw you do any thing, Madam, 
that wanted an Excuſe; and, I hope, you will not give 
me an Inſtance to the Contrary, by refuling the Favour | 
I am going to ask you. G 
La. Grace. I don't believe 1 hall refuſe ny that you 
think proper to ask. 

Man. Doty this, Madam, to indulge me ſo far, as 
to let me know, how this Letter came into N 
Hands? 5 

La. Grace. Incloſed to me, in this, without a Nas: 

Man. If there be no Secret in the Contents, 
Madam — 
La. Grace. Why— there i is an impertinent Inſinu- 
ation in it; But as I know your good Senſe will think 
it ſo too, I will venture to truſt you. 

Man. Tu oblige me, Madam, 

| [He takes the other Letter, and reads. 
La. Grace. 2 de.] Now am I in the oddeſt Si uation! 
methinks our Converſation grows terribly Critical! This 
buſt. produce ſomething: O lud! would it were 
over! 1 

Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome light in- 
to the poor Project, that is at the Bottom of all this. 


La. Grace. | have no Notion of what could be pro- 
take by ir it. 
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Inſinuation you mention — 


ſance, Mr. Manly. 


Fou of my Innocence. 
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Aan. A little Patience, Madam Firſt, as to the fff ; 


La. Grace. O! what is he going to ſay now! ¶ Aid. ; 
Man. Tho' my Intimacy with my Lord may have ! 
allow'd my Viſits to have been very frequent here, of Man 
late: Vet, in ſuch a talking Town, as this, you muſt MM -; 
not wonder, if a great many of thoſe Viſits are placd no 
to your Account: And this taken for granted, 1 ſup- 
poſe has been told to my Lady Yronghead, as a piece of the 
8 . ſince her Arrival, not improbably without many 
more imaginary Circumſtance. 5 
Ta. Grace. My Lady Wronghead! © 9 
Man. Ay, Madam, for 1 am poſitive this is her Were 
r FFC 
La. Grace, What View could ſhe have in writing it? 
Man. To interrupt any Treaty of Marriage, ſhe may 
have heard I am engag'd in: Becauſe if I dye without 
Heirs, her Family expects that ſome part of my Eſtate 
may return to them again. But, I hope, ſhe is ſo far 
miftaken, that if this Letter has given you the leaſt 
VDneaſineſs, —I ſhall think that the happieſt Moment 
% (( 


7 


La. Grace. That does not carry your uſual Complai- 


Man. Ves, Madam, becauſe I am ſure I can convince 

La. Grace. Tam ſure, I have no right to enquire into it. 
Man. Suppoſe you may not, Madam; yet you may 
very innocently have ſo much Curioſit x. 


La. Grace. With what an artful Gentleneſs he ſicals 
into my Opinion? [ Aſide.] Well, Sir, I won't pretend 
to have ſo little of the Woman, in me, as to want Cu- 
rioſity But pray, do you ſuppoſe then, this Myrtilla 
s'a real, or a fcitich Nahe 
Man. Now I recolle&, Madam, there is a young We: 
Woman, in the Houſe, where my Lady Wrongbead YI 
lodges, that 1 heard ſomebody call Myrtilla : This Let- 
ter may be written by her —— but how it came direct- Nel 
ed to me, I confeſs is a Myſtery ; that before I ever 
preſume to ſee your Ladyſhip again, I think my ſelf ob- Wha 


lig'd, in Honour, to find out. [ Going, 


* La. Grace. 
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Ia. Grace. Mr. Manly —you are not going? 
Man. Tis but to the next Street, Madam; I ſhall be 1 
back in ten Minutes. 25 

La. Grace. Nay! but Dinner's juſt coming up. 

Man. Madam, I can neither cat, nor _ till J fee 
in end of this Affair! 
La. Grace. But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any filly Cu- 
rofity of mine drive you away? 

Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Madam 
then it ſhall be only to ſatisfie my own Curioſity — 

[Exit Manly. 

La. Grice, We now, wha am I to think 
of all this? Or, ſuppoſe an indifferent Perſon had heard 
every Word we have faid to one another, what would 
They have thought on't? Would it have been very ab- 
t? ird to conclude, he is ſeriouſly inclin'd to paſs the reſt 
ay ok his Life with me? I hope not — for I am lure, 
ut che Caſe is terribly clear on my Side! and why may not 
xc MW, without Vanity, ſuppoſe my — unaccountable ſome- 
far Mybat—has done as much Execution upon him ?—why— 
alt Whecauſe he never told me ſo — nay, he has not ſo much 2 
ent Mis mention'd the Word Love, or ever faid one civil 
1. 40 to my Perſon— well — but he has ſaid a thou- 
land to my good Opinion, and has certainly got it 
dad he ſpoke firſt to my Perſon, he had paid a very ill 
Compliment to my Underſtanding— I ſhould have 
thought him Impertinent, and never have troubled my 
Head about him; but as he has manag'd the matter, at 
aſt I am ſure of one thing; that let his Thoughts be-_. 
what they will, I ſhall never trouble wy Head about 
ny other Man, as long as I live. I 


Enter Mrs. Tru ſty. 


ell, Mrs. ruſty, is my Siſter dreſs'd yet? 
Trufty. Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been courting 
dung Wer fo, I think, till they are both out of Humour. 
head MF La. Grace. How ſo? 


Let- W 7ruſty. Why, it begun, Madam, with his Lordſhip's 
rect- firing her Ladyſhip to dine at home To-day — upon 
ever Which my Lady ſaid ſhe could not be ready; upon 
f 0b- ary my Lord order'd them to ſtay the Dinner, and 
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then my Lady order'd the Coach; then my Lord took 
ber ſhort, and ſaid, be had order'd the Coachman to 
fer up: Then my Lady made him a great Curt'ſy, and 
ſaid, ſhe would wait till his Lordſhip's Horſes had 
din'd, and, was mighty pleaſant: But for fear of the 
worlt, Madam, ſhe whiſper'd me —— to get her Chair 
„,, a Tf 
La. Grace. Oh! here they come; and, by their Looks, 
ſeem a little unſit for Company. | Exit La. Grace. 


Enter La. Townly, L. Townly following, 


| | ; 
La: Town. Well! look you, my Lord; I can bear it 
no longer! nothing ſtill but about my Faults, my Faults! IM « 
„ %% nn in toms l 
I. Town. Why, Madam, if you won't hear of them; 


| how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them? 1 
La. Town. Why, I don't intend to mend them — i 
can't mend them you know I have try'd to do it 

an hundred times, and —— it hurts me fo — I can't 

00000 a oe - 1 

I. Zoun. And I, Madam, can't bear this daily licen- 

tious Abuſe of your Time and Character. nc 


La. Town. Abuſe! Aſtoniſhing! when the Univerſe 
knows, I am never better Company, than when I am 
doing what I have a Mind to! Bur to ſee this World! 
that Men can never get over that filly Spirit of Contra. 
diction —— why but laſt Thur/day now - - there you 
wiſely mended one of my Faults, as you call them — 
you inſiſted upon my not going to the Maſquerade —- 
and pray, what was the Conſequenee! was not I 3s 
croſs as the Devil, all the Night after? was not 1 forc'd 
to get Company at home? and was not it almoſt three 
a-Clock in the Morning, before I was able to come to 
my ſelf again? and then the Fault is not mended net- 
ther —— for next time, I ſhall only have twice the In 
_ clination to go: fo that all this mending, and mendingy 
you ſee, is but dearning an old Ruffle, to make it world 
than it was before. 5 
I. Town, Well, the manner of Women's living, otic 


late, is inſupportable; and one way or other ing 
| | 245 | | La. Town * 


eee 


La. Tow. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe! why fo it 
may; but then, my dear Lord, you muft give one Time 


nd when Things are at worſt, you know, they may 
71·˖· nne : . __— 5 
1 L. Town. Madam, I am not in a Humour, now, to trifle: 
e La. Town. Why then, my Lord, one Word of fair 
r | 


Argument —to talk with you, your own way now — 
You complain of my late Hours, and I of your early 
ones——ſo far are we even, you'll allow but pray 
which gives us the beſt Figure, in the Eye of the Po- 
lite World? my active, ſpirited Three in the Morning, 
or your dull, drowſy Eleven at Night? Now, I think, 


of a plodding Mechanick, that goes to Bed berimes, 
that he may riſe early, to open his Shop !— Faugh! 
mz L. Town, Fy, fy, Madam! is this your way of Rea- 
| ſoning ? 'tis time to wake you then — 'tis not your 
ill Hours alone, that diſturb me, but as often the ill 
on Company, that occaſion thoſe ill Hours, 5 
tt La. Town. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my Lord; 
oO BT OB Ine 
en- L. Town. Why, at beſt, Women that loſe their Mo- 
ney, and Men that win it! Or, perhaps, Men that are 
yoluntary Bubbles at one Game, in hopes a Lady will 
give them fair play at another. Then that unavoidable _ 
mixture with known Rakes, conceal'd 'Thieves, and 
Sharpers in Embroidery — or what, to me, is ſtill more 


Coxcombs, who are ſo often like Monkeys, there would be 
no knowing them aſunder, but that their 'Tails hang from 
their Head, and the Monkey's grows where it ſhould do. 
ore La. Town. And a Husband muſt give eminent Proof 
threeMſWot his Senſe, that thinks their Powder-pufts dangerous. 
ne toll L. Town, Their being Fools, Madam, is not always 
| nei-Mibe Husband's Security: Or if it were, Fortune, ſome- 
ic In IImes, gives them Advantages might make a thinking 
hie Pee DI ne oo 
worll La. Town. What do you mean! 1 
L. Town. That Women, ſometimes, loſe more than 
1g, ofchey are able to pay; and if a Creditor be a little pret- 
ing, the Lady may be reduc'd, to try if inſtcad of Gold, 
Town — the 


One has the Air of a Woman of Quality, and t'Other * 


ſhocking, that Herd of familiar chattering crop-car'd | 


| 43 


1 7 the Gentleman will accept of a Trinket? 


| the Aſſemblies. 


you only value your Chaſtity, ro make me reproachable 
I, Madam, have a Reputation too, to guard, that's 


Wife may make the wiſeſt Man uneaſy; bur 'tis his 


: 1 won't come home, 'till four To-morrow Morning. 


Ss Doors to be lock'd ar twelve. 


| Night. 


Word from him in my Life before! the Man always 
us'd to have Manners, in his worſt Humours! there's 
ſomerhing, that I don't fee, at che Bottom of all this 


La. Town. My Lord, you grow ſcurrilous; you 1 make 


me hate you. ÞPll have you to know, I keep Compan or 0 
with the politeft People in Town, and the Aſſemblies 

I frequent are full of ſuch. 

L. Town. So are the Churches —now and then. 5 


La. Town, My Friends W e them toon 4 as well ag bop 


L. Town. Yes, and would do it oftener, if a Gro Cir, 


of the Chambers there were allow'd to furniſh Cards NM 
to the Company. L. 


La. Town. I fee what you drive at all this while, you Lad 


would lay an Imputation on my Fame, to cover your M 
_ own Avarice! I might take any Pleaſurer, I find, that 
were not expenſive. 


L. Town. Have a Care, Madam; et lor me think 


or not indulging you in every thing elſe, that's vicious— 
dear to me, as yours — The Follies of an ungovern'd 


own fault, if ever they make him contemptible. 
; "75 Town. My Lord— you would make a Womur 
ma 
L. Town. You'd make a Man a Fool. 
La.Town. If Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that 
won t be in my Power. 
L. Town. Whatever may be in your Inclination, Mar 
dam; z I'll prevent your making me a Beggar, ar leaſt. 
La. Town. A Beggar : Creſus! I'm our of Patience! 


L. Town. That may be, Madam; but Pl order th 
La. Town. Then I won't come home 'rill To-morrow 
T. Town. Then, Madam— you ſhall never come home 


again. | [Exit L. Town. 
Ja. Town. What does he mean! I never heard ſuch a 


but 


— 8 
bg — 
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85 his Moy dran upon ſome impracticable Scheme 
ox other, ſo I won't trouble mine ny — about him. 
Mr. ah, your Servant. 


Enter Mafly. 


Mas 1 ask Pardon for my Intruſion, Madam; but 1 
pe my Buſineſs with my Lord will excuſe it. 


Sir. 
Man. Will you give me leave, Madam? 


1. Town. Sir—you have my leaves tho you were a 
; | 


Man. [Afde.] What a well-bred Age do we live in? 


[Exit Manly, 
Enter Lady Grace. 


| leave me ſo unmercifully alone, all this while? 
La. Grace. I thought my Lord had been with you. 
La. Town. Why yes— and therefore I wanted your 


Relief; for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter here 
La. Cram, Bleſs me / for what ? 


La. Town, Only our uſual Breakfaſt 3 we have each 
of us had our Diſh of Matrimonial Comfort, this Morn- 


ing! we have been charming Company! 
La. Grace. I am mighty glad of it! ſure it muſt be a 


vaſt Happineſs, when a Man and a Wife can give them- | 


ſelves the ſame Turn of Converſation ! 


La. Town. O! the prettieſt thing in the World! 
La. Grace. Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two 


People are every Day together ſo, they muſt often be 


in want of ſomething to talk upon. 


La. Town. O my Dear, you are the moſt miſlaken in 
the World! married People have Things to talk 3 
Child, that never enter into the Imagination of others— 


| why, here's my Lord and I now, we have not been 


married above twoſhort Years, you know, and we have 


already eight or ten Things conſtantly in Bank, that 
whenever we want Company, we can take up any one 
of them for two Hours together, and the Subject never 
the flatter: nay, if we have occaſion for it, it will be as 
freſh next Day too, as it was the firſt Hour it enter- 


Tz N — — — = 


rind us. E 3 


La. Town. 1 believe youll find him 1 inthe next Room, 


La. Town. O! my dear Lady Grace / how could you 
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liquoriſh Prude would be able to bear it. 


Laa. Gra. Certainly, that muſt be vaſtly pretty! 
La. Town. O! there's no Life like it! why t'other 
Day, for Example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord 
and l, after a pretty cheerful 7re 2 tete Meal, fat us down 
by the Fire- ſide, in an eaſy, indolent, pick- tooth Way, for 
about a Quarter of an Hour, as if we had not thought of 
one another's being in the Room—ar laſt, ſtretching him. 
ſelf, and yawning —— My Dear, ſays he —— aw —you 
came home very late, laſt Night —"T'was but juſt turm d 
of Two, ſays I — I was a-bed — aw — by Eleven, fays 
he; So you are every Night, ſays I—— Well, ſays he, 
1 am amaz'd you can fit up ſo late — How can you be 
amaz'd, ſays I, at a Thing that happens ſo often? — 
upon which we entcr'd into a Converſation —— and 
tho” this is a Point has entertain'd us above fifty times 
already, we always find ſo many pretty new Things to 
ſay upon it, that I believe, in my Soul, it will laſt 
„ „% dd) do: oe 
La. Gra. But pray! in ſuch fort of Family Dialogue g. 
( cho' extreamly well, for paſſing the Time) don't there, 
now and then, enter ſome little witty ſort of Bitterneſs! 
La. Town, O yes! which does not do amils at all! A 
ſmart Repartee, with a Zeſt of Recrimination at the 
Head of it, makes the prettieſt Sherbet!' Ay, ay! if we 
did not mix a little of the Acid with it, a matrimonial 
Society would be fo luſcious, that nothing but an old 


4 


apa, 
ret10! 


La. Grace. Well — certainly you have the moſt ele- 
gant Taſte— ))) 
La. Town. Tho' to tell you the Truth, my Dear, I ra- 
ther think we ſqucez'd a little too much Lemon into ſvea 
it, this Bout; for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that ——-1 ame 
think —— 1] almoſt told him, he was a Fool — and— he: Li 
again — talk'd ſomething odly of — turning me out of ſome 
Doors! THR „„ 
La. Gra. O! have a Care of that! „ A L. 
La. Town. Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my own [Wos 
wWiſe Father for that — =P | 
La. Grace, How fo? ? a lad 
La. Town. Why — when my good Lord firſt open'd | gin 
his honourable Trenches before me, my unaccountable 1 
| | s 2 Papa 


apa, in whoſe Hands I then was, gave me up at Diſ- 
ſetion! A 5 4 

La. Grace. How do you mean? 7 58 hs 
| La: Town. He ſaid, the Wives of this Age were 
ome to that paſs, that he would not deſire ev'n his 


. wn Daughter ſhould be truſted with Pin- money; ſo 
bat my whole Train of ſeparate Inclinations are left 


ntirely at the Mercy of an Husband's odd Humours. 
La. Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make a 
Woman of Spirit look about her! = 
La. Town. Nay, but to be ſerious, my Dear; what 
fould you, really, have a Woman do in my Caſe? _ 
La. Grace. Why — if I had as ſober a Husband as 
you have, I would make my ſelf the happieſt Wife in 
the World, by being as ſober as he. 
La. Town. O] you wicked thing! how can you teize 
"ne, at this rate? when you know he is ſo very ſober, 
hat (except giving me Money) there is not one thing 
inthe World he can do to pleaſe me! And I, at the 
ame time, partly by Nature, and partly, perhaps, by 
keeping the beſt Company, do with my Soul love al- 
molt every thing he hates: I doat upon Aſſemblies! my 
Heart bounds, at a Ball; and at an Opera — I expire! 
hen I love Play, to Diſtraction / Cards enchant me! and 
ee — put me, out of my little Wits! Dear! dear 
Hazard! oh! what a Flow of Spirits it gives one! Do | 
you never play at Hazard, Child? * 
La. Grace, Oh! never! I don't think it firs well, up- 
on Women: there's ſomething ſo Maſculine, ſo much 
„Ihe Air of a Rake, in it! you ſee how it makes the Men 
oſwear and curſe! and when a Woman is thrown into the 
ame Paſſion— why :- 5 
M. £4. Town. That's very true / one is a little put to it, 
bometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame Words to ex- 
La. Grace. Well — and, upon ill Luck, pray what 
0 ords are you really forc'd to make uſe of? ee 
La. Town. Why, upon a very hard caſe, indeed, when 
a fad wrong Word is riſing juſt to one's Tongue's End, 
I give a great Gulp —and ſwallow it. . 
ea. Grace. Well —and is 75 that enough to make 52 
5 e e 


ter ſober Entertainments? 


AE Abate 
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| forfwear Play, as an as you lire? 
La. Town. O yes I have forſworn it. La. 

La. Grace. Seriouſly? _ 

La. Town. Solcmnly / athouſand tm; but thenon f Lil 
is conſtantly forſworn. | 

La. Grace. And how can you anſwer chat? 

La. Town. My Dear, what we ſay, when we are Loſers 
we look upon to be no more binding, than a Lover's Oath, 
or a great Man's Promiſe. But I beg Pardon, Child; 
I ſhould not lead you ſo far into the World; you ate: 
Prude, and deſign to live ſoberly. 

La. Grace. Why, I confeſs my Nature, and my E. 
; ducation do,. in a good degree, incline me that way. 
La. Town, Well! how a Woman of Spirit, (for you 
don! t want that, Child) can dream of living ſoberly, i 
to me inconceivable! for you will marry, I 64 think Man ( 
Ia. Grace. I can't tell but I ma. 7 
La. Town. And won't you live in Town? 
La. Grace. Half the Year, I ſhould like it very well? 
La. Town. My Stars! and you would N live in 
a London half the Year, to be ſober 1 in it? 
L.. Grace. Why not? | 
La. Town. Why can't you as well 80, and be es 
in the Country? 
La. Grace. So I Weid r other half Ver. 
La. Town. And pray, what comfortable Scheme of 
Life would you form now, for your Summer and Win- 


IIa. Grace. A Scheme, that I think might very well 
Content us. | 
La. Town. O! of all things let's hear ir. 
I. Grace. Why, in Summer, I could paſs my ſeiſure 
5 Hours! in Riding, ſoberly! in Reading, walking by a Ca- 
nal, or fitting at the end of it under a great Tree, ſo- 
| berly in drefling, dining, chatting with an agreeable 
F Fiend, perhaps hearing a little Muſick, taking a Diſh 
of Tea, or a Game at Cards, ſoberly ! Managing my W L 
Family, looking into its Accounts, playing with my WAid 
Children (if J had any,) or in a thouſand other innocent WSlee 


Amuſements —ſoberly | And poſſibly, by theſe means, I Bye 
might induce my Husband to be as her as 17 ſelf, — 1 


* | 14, you 


\ 


La. Town. Well, my Dear, thou art an aſtoniſhing 


ef Life have not been in any Head theſe thouſand 


ears! Under a great Tree! O' my Soul! — But I 
am charm'd with the Country one !—— 
riety there too. 


apours, I muſt hear it however. 


* 


js one Extravagance I would venture to come up to! 


L. 7own. Ay now for it _ 1 
u L. Grace. IJ would every Day be as clean, as a Bride. 


lets ſee to what Purpoſe? 


W'ricnds ; but as little for Form as poſſible, — I would 


Padrille —— ſoberly: I would fee all the good Plays; 
and, (becauſe 'tis the Faſhion) now and then an Opera, 


in once to a Maſquerade ! And this, I think, is as far as 
any Woman Can 80 ſoberly. SE 8 Ws 


La. Town. Well! if it had not been for that laſt Piece 


* Wot Sobriety, I was juſt going to call for ſome Surfeit 
VV | | | 


L. era, Why, don't you think, with the farther - 


Aid of Breakfaſting, Dining, taking the Air, Supping, 
Sleeping, not to ſay a word of Devotion, the four and 
weny l 


La. Town. Tolerable? Deplorable ! Why, Child, all 


you propoſe, is but to Endure Life, now I want to En- 
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teature! For ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian Notions 


eg we may have the ſober Town: ſcheme too for 
La. Grace. You ſhall, and I'll try to Rick to my So- 
ILA. Town. Well, tho' I am ſure it will give me the 
La. Grace. Why then, for fear of your fainting, Ma- 
lam, I will firſt fo far come into the Faſhion, that I 
yould never be dreſs'd our of it. bur till it ſhould. 
he ſoberly. For I can't think it any Diſgrace, to a Wo- 


man of my private Fortune, not to wear her Lace as 
ne as the Wedding · ſuit of a firſt Dutcheſs. Tho' there 


La. Town. Why, the Men ſay, that's a great Step to 
k made oe — Well now you are dreſt — pray 


La. Grace. J would viſit — ſoberly — that is, my real 
go ro Court; ſometimes to an Aſſembly, nay play at 
| W— bur ſtill ſoberly; I would not Expire there, for fear 


I ſhould never go again: And laſtly, I can't ſay, but for 
Curioſity, if I liked my Company, I might be drawn 


ours might roll over in a tolerable Manner? 


-- Te Pole Huband; or, 


Enter Mrs. Trufly. 


Tru. Madam, your Ladyſhip' s Chair is 3 
La. Toumn. Have the Footmen their white Flambeaux 
yet? for laſt Night I was poyſon'd. 

Truſ. Yes, Madam; there were ſome come in thi 

2 Morning. 3 > (Ex. Truſty, 
La. Town. My Dear, you will excuſe me; but you 
know my Time is ſo precious 
Ia. Grace. That 1 beg I may not hinderyour eaſt En- 
joyment of it. 

* La. Trwn. You will call me at Lady Revers ee 
La. Grace. Certainly. | 
La. Ton. Bur I am fo afraid it will break i into pour 
Scheme, my Dear! | 
La. Grace. When it does, 1 will ber break 
from you. 
I. Town, Why then,” till we meet again, dear Siſter, 
I wiſh you all tolerable Happineſs. Ex. Ls. Town, 
La. Grace. There ſhe goes —— Daſh ! into her ſtrea 
of Pleaſures! Poor Woman! ſhe is really a fine Crea 
ture! and ſometimes infinitely agreeable! nay take he 
out of the Madneſs of this Town, rational in her No 
tions, and eaſy to live with; Bur ſhe is ſo born down 
by this Torrent of Vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks ever 
| hour of her Life is loſt that ſhe does not lead at the 
Head of ir. Whar it will end in, I tremble to imagine 
-— Ha! my Brother, and 128 with him! 1 gueſs what 
they have been talking © I ſhall hear it in m 
cam, I ſoppoſe, but it 155 t become me to be inquiſſ 
tive. 5 Exit La. Grace 


Enter Lord Townly, ** Manly. 


* 75 hn. I did not think my Lady IPronghead had '# 

A notable Brain: Tho' 1 can 0 ſay ſhe was ; ſo very wilc 
in truſting this filly Girl you- call Myriilla, with thi 
erer. | 

Man. No my Fofd, you miſtake me; 54d the Git 


15 be in the Secret, perhaps i had never come at it m 
4 | | 


L. Town 
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L. Tun. Why I thought you ſaid the Girl writ this 
letter to you, and that my Lady HT ronghead {ent 1 it in- 
198d to my Siſter? © 

Man. If you pleaſe to give me leave, my Lord - 
e Fact is thus — This inclos'd Letter to Lady .. 
725 a real Original one, written by this Girl, to the 
Count we have been talking of: The Count drops i it, 


for her. 
L. Town. Ob! then the Girl did not know ſhe Was 
ſuperſcribing a Billet doux of her own, to you? 


about the Direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: But 


poor Creature was amaz'd, and thought herſelf betray'd 
both by the Count and my Lady — 
this Diſcovery, the Girl and I grew ſo gracious, thar ihe 
has let me into ſome Tranſactions, in my Lady P/roze- 
cl bead's family, which with my having a careful Eye o- 
oW ver them, may prevent the Ruin of it. 

i L. Town. You are very generous to be fo GS 
| for a Lady, that has given you ſo much Unecaſineſls. 
e 


Aan. But I will be moſt unmercifully reveng'd of her: 


for I will do her the greateſt Friendlhip in the Word 


a —— againſt her Will. 

L. 7own. What an uncommon Philoſophy art thou Ma» 
i fter of? ro make even thy Malice a Virtue! _ 
Man. Yet, my Lord, 1 aſſure you, there is no one 


Action of my Life gives me more Pleaſure, than your 


Approbation of it. 


deſerve, than ask my Siſter's Favour; I have been as 


And ſince on this Occaſion you have open'd your whole 
Heart to me, cis now with equal Pleaſure ] aſſure you, 
1 5 | E 4 1 


and my Lady M rongbead finds it: Then only changing 
the Cover, the ſeals. it up as a Letter of Buſineſs, juſt 
written by her ſelf, to me: And pr etending to be UA. 
Hurry, gets this i innocent Girl to write. e the Direction, 


Man. No, my Lord; for when I firſt queſtion'd her 


when I ſhew'd her, that her Letter to the Count was 
within it, and told her how it came into my Hands, the 


in ſhort, upon 


L. Town. Dear Charles / my Heart s impatient, ill thou 
nr nearer to me: And as a Proof that ] have long wiſhr 
thee ſo: while your daily Conduct has choſen rather to 


ſecretly Induſtrious to make her ſenſible of your Merit: 


9 FrOU0K 7 Hul "and; , 

- we have both NT the is as firmly Yours 
Nan. Impoflible! you flatter me! 
L. Town. I'm glad you think it Flattery: but ſheber 
ſelk mall prove it none: ſhe dines with us alone: when 

the Servants are withdrawn, I'll open a Converſation, 
that ſhall excuſe my leaving you together 0! 
Charles! had I, like thee, been cautious in my Choice, 


What melancholy Hours had this Heart avoided! A 
Man. No more of that, I beg, my Lord K 
I. Town, But *twill, ar leaſt, wy ſome Relief to my 1b 

Anxiety (however Dale of Content the State has been for 
to me) to ſee ſo near a Friend and Siſter happy, in it: W. 


Vour Harmony of Life will be an Inſtance how much vin 


the Choice of Temper' $ preferable to Beauty, = 7. 
| 0 
| While your ſoft Hours in mutual Kindneſs move, M 


| You'll .reach, by N We loft by Love. en If 


407 W. SCENE 1. 


8 C E NE Mrs. Motherly's at. 


Ener Mrs. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla, 


Meth $9, Neice! where is it poſſible you can have I d 
been theſe fix hours? ir 
Mr. O Madam! I have ſuch a terrible Story to tell 
ou! 
* Moth. A Story ! Ods my Life! What have you done 
with the Seu s Note of five hundred Pound, I ſent 
you about? is it ſafe? is it gond?. is it pe ? 
1 Myr. Ves, yes, it is ſafe: But for its Goo neſs 
Mercy on us! I have been in a fair way to be hang'd 
about it! 
Morb. The dickens! bas this Rogue of a Count play d 
us another Trick then? 
Mir. You ſhall Bears Madam; when I came to C46 
Ca 


N . — e 190" — 
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Caſs the Banker's, and ſhew'd him his Note for five 
hundred Pounds, payable to the Count, or Order, in 
two Months, he look'd earneſtly upon it, and de- 
fir'd me to ſtep into the Inner Room, while he examin'd 
his Books — after I had ſtaid about ten Minutes, he came 
in to me claps too the Door, and charges me with 
eee for Forge. . 
Moth. Ah ! poor Soul! and how didſt thou get off? 
Mr. While I was ready to fink in this Condition, 
I beg'd him to have a little Patience, till I could ſend 
for Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a Gentleman of 
Worth and Honour, and who, I was ſure, would con- 
\W vince him, whatever Fraud might be in the Note, that 
| 1 was my ſelf an innocent, abus'd Woman—— and as 
good Luck would have it, in leſs than half an Hour 
Mr. Manly came — ſo, without mincing the Matter, 
J fairly told him upon what Deſign the Count had lodg'd 
that Note in your Hands, and in ſhort, -laid open the 
whole Scheme he had drawnus into, to make our Fortune. 
—_—. 1 o 125 
Myr. Why how do you think it was poſſible, I could 
| any otherways make Mr. Manly my Friend, to help me 
out of the Scrape I was in? To conclude, he ſoon made 
Mr. Caſh eaſy, and ſent away the Conſtable; nay far- 
ther promis'd me, if I would truſt the Note in his Hands, 
he would take Care it ſhould be fully paid before it was 
due, and at the ſame time would give me an ample Re- 
venge upon the Count; ſo that all you have to conſi - 
der now, Madam, is, whether you think your ſelf ſafer 
ni the Count's Hands, or Mr. Manly's? Re 
cl Moth. Nay, nay, Child; there is no choice in the 
matter! Mr. Manly may be a Friend indeed, if any thing 
ne in our Power can make him fo. ofa Meer 
rk Myr. Well, Madam, and now pray, how ſtand Matters 
at home here? What has the Count done with the Ladies? 
Meth. Why every thing he has a Mind to do, by 
this time, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high Favour with 
Mils, as he is with my Lady. 33 
Myr. Pray, where are the Ladies? 


* 


Moth. Rattling abroad in their own Coach, and the 
well-bred Count along with them: They have been 
Cs EN Fe ſcouring 
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Touring all the Shops in Town over, buying fine things 

and new Cloaths, from Morning to Night: They have 

made one Voyage already, and have brought home ſuch 

A ch, of Bawbles and Trumpery —— Mercy on the 
r Man that's to pay for them! 

Hr. Did not the young Squire go with them? 


Moth. No, no: Miſs ſaid, truly he would but diſgrace 


their Party, ſo they even left him allcep by the Kitchen 

8 
Mr. Has not $$ ask'd after me al chis while? For 
1 bad a ſort of an Aſſignation with him. 


Moth. O yes! he has been in a bitter Taking about i its - 
At laſt his Diſappointment. grew ſo uneaſy, that he fair- 


1y fell a crying; ſo to quiet him, I ſent one of the Maids 
and Joby Moody abroad with him, to ſhew him- 
the Lions, and the Monument.  Ods me! here he is, 
3 come e home again — you may have Buſineſs with. 
dim — ſo I'll even leave you — N 


Enter $quire Richard. 


8 Rich. Soah ! ſoah! Mrs. Myriilla, where han yow 
been aw this Day, forſooth? 
Mr. Nay, 10 you go to that, Squire, where have 
yon been, pray? 
Siu. Rich. Why, when 1 fur” "ar yow were no loikly 
to come whoam, I were ready to hong my Sel —— lo 
Jobn Moody, and I, and one o your Laſſes have been— 
Lord knows where: a ſeeing o' Soights. _ 
Hr. Well, and pray what have you ſeen, Sir? 
Sau. Rich. Fleſh! I cawnt tell, not I ſeen every 
thing, think. Firſt there we went o' top o' the what 
d'yc call it? there, the great huge ſtone Poſt, up the 


Tawnd and rawnd Stairs, that twine and twine , 


juſt an as thof it were a Cork-Scrue. 
zr. O, the Monument! well, and Was not it a fine 
Sight, from the Top of it? 
$94. Rich. Sight, Miſs! I know no! — faw nowght 
bur Smoak and brick Houſen, and Steeple Tops —— 
then there was ſuch a mortal Ting-tang of Bells, and 
Rumbling of Carts and Coaches, and then the Folks un- 
der one look'd ſo (mall, and made ſuch a Hum, 290 a 
, 


U rr 
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Bux, it put me in mind of my Mother's great glaſs Bee- 


Hive, in our Garden in the Country. 


Hr. 1 think, Maſter, you give a very good Account 
"is 


| $44. Rich. Ay! but I did ho” like it: For my Head 


my Head — begun to turn — ſo 1 crundled me 


dawn Stairs agen, like a round Trencher. 

Myr. Well! but this was not all you faw, I ſuppoſe? 

$44. Rich. Noa! noa! we went after that, and ſaw 
the Lyons; ; and I lik'd them better by hawlf; they are 
pure grim Devils; hoh, hoh! I touke a Stick, and gave 
one of them ſuch a Poke o'the Noaſe I believe he 
would ha ſnapt my Head off, an he could ha got me. 


Hoh! hoh! hoh! 


Myr. Well, Maſter, when you and 15 80 abroad, Ii 
ſhew you prettier Sights than theſe ——— there 8 a Mal- 0 


querade to-morrow, 


Sgu. Rich. O Laud! ay! they art thar s a pure ching 
for Merry Andrews, and thoſe ſort of comical Mum- 


mers —— and the Count tells me, that there Lads and 


Laſſes may jig their Tails, and cat, and drink, without 
grudging, al Night lung. 1 
Myr. What would you ſay now, if I ſhould Zet; vou 
a Ticker, and go along with you: 5 
Squ. Rich. Ah dear! 
Myr. But have a Care, Squire, the fine Ladies there ; 
are terribly tempting z look well to your Heart, or Ads 
me! they'll whip it up, in the Trip of a Minute, 


Siu. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt thoa ſoa let *um 


look to themſelves, an' ony of um falle in love with 


me — mayhap they had as good be quiet. 


Myr. Why ſure you would not refuſe a fine Lady, 
would you? 


$98. Rich. Ay, but I would tho' unleſs it Were —» 
one *at I know of. 


Myr. Oh! ho! then you have left your Heare 1 inthe 
Country, I fird ? 


gu. Rich. Noa, noa, my Heart — eh my Heat 
£ent awt o'this Room. 


. I am glad you Nane it about you, however. 
Hu. 
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Siu. Rich. Nay, maybap not ſoa 4 — 


elſe may have it, at you little think of. 


Myr, I can't imagine what you mean? 8 
Sgu. Rich. Noa! why doan't yow know how many 


Foll s there is in this Room, naw ? 


| Myr. Very fine, Maſter, I ſee you have learnt the 


Town Gallantry already. 
_ » $qu, Rich. Why doan't you believe * at I havea Kind- 
8 neſs for you, then? 
Ayr. Fy! fy! Maſter, how you talk! beſide you are 


too young to think of a Wife, 
Squ. Rich. Ay! bur I caunt help thinking oY you, for 


all that. 


Mir. How! why ſure, Sir, you don? t pretend tothink 
of me in a diſhonourable ways 
Su. Rich. Nay, that's as yo. ſee good I did no 


think at yow would ha- thowꝑght of me for a | Hucband, 
mayhap; unleſs I had Means, in my own Hands; and 
Feyther allows me but hawlt a owe a Weeks as yet 


2 while. 


Mgr. Oh! when 7 like any Body, tis not want of | 
Money will make me refuſe them. 


$48. Rich. Well, that's juſt my Mind now; for an] 


like a Girl, Miſs, 1 would take her in her Smuck. 


Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a Man of 


Honour: This ſnews ſomething of a true r in 


1 
Hau. Rich. Ay, and a true Heart you'll find me; try 


- when you will. 


Myr. Huſh! huſh! here $ your Papa come home, and 
my Aunt with him. 


for? 
Wr. When you and. 1 get to the Maſquerade, you 
ſhall ſee what I'll fay to you. 
$44. Rich. Well, Hands upon't then — 
Myr. There 
Su. Rich. One Buſs, and a Bargain. [Kiſſes ber] Ads 
wauntlikins! as ſoft and Fong” as a Marrow-Pudding: 


auen ſeveralh. 


Ente: 


. Rich, A Devil rive em, what do they come naw 


Ester 8% v Fanth Wronghead, and Mrs. Motherly. 
Sir Fran. What / my Wife and Daughter abroad, kay 
Neth 0 dear Lir, they "OY been mighty buſy all 


the Day long; they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort 
Dinner, and ſo went out again. | 


Sir Fran, Well, well, I ſhan't ſtay Supper for 4 


I can tell em that: For Ods- heart! 1 have had nothing 
in me, but a Toaſt and Tankard, fince Morning. 


| won't agree with you. 


of three, is a hard Tax upon a good Stomach. 
Moth. Ix is ſo indeed, Sir. 


Country 
Moth. Why truly, Sir, that is ſomerhibg, 


Sir Fran. Oh! there s a great deal to be laid fort — 


the Good of ones Country is above all things - 
{ WW truc-hearted Engliſbman thinks nothing too much for it— 
I have heard of ſome honeſt Gentlemen fo very zealous, 


chat for the Good of their Country e would 


ſometimes go to Dinner at Midnight. 


ff Moth. O! the Goodneſs of em ſure their Country 


an muſt have a vaſt Efteem for them? 


Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Motherly ; ; they are ſo 


reſpe&ted when they come home to their Boroughs, af- 
ter a Seſſion, and ſo beloy'd that their Country will 
come and Dine with them every Day in the Week. 


pulous! 


limenr. 

Sir Fran. No, no, I ſee you know how to value Peo- 
Ads le of Conſequence. 
g. Moth. Good lack! here's Company, Sir; will you give 
113. Pe leave to get you a broil'd Bone, or ſo, till the Ladies 
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Moth, I am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Hours 
| Sir Fran. Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don't do 
| right with us Country Gentlemen; to loſe one Meal out 


Sir. Fran. But, hawſomever, Mrs. Matherly, when 
we conſider, that What we ſuffer 1 is for the Good of cur. 


Moth. Dear me Whar a fine ching tis to be ſo po- . 
Sir Fran. It is a great Comfort, indeed! and I can af- 


ſure you, you are a good ſenſible Woman, Mrs. Motherly. 
Moth. O dear ir, your Honour” $ pleas'd to Com- 


ome home, Sir? Sir 


, 62 we The Frouv0k'd H Buna, Of, 
Sir Fran. Why troth, 1 don't think it would be a. 

Moth. It ſhall be done in a Moment, Sir. [ Exit, 
8 Enter Manly. e 


Man. Sir Francis, your Servant. Ys 7 I 
Kir Fran. Couſin Manly/ © = 
Man. I am come to ſee how the Family goes on here, 1 
Sir Fran. Troth! all as buſy as Bees; I have been up- 
on the Wing ever ſince Eight a-Clock this Morning. 
Man. By your early Hour, then, I ſuppoſe you have ot 
been making your Court to ſome of the Great Men, an 
Sir Fran. Why, Faith! you have hit it, Sir ——1I W £6 
was advis'd to lole no Time: So I e'en went trait for- me 
ward, to one great Man I had never ſeen in my Life 
beide. . 


Man. Right! that was doing Buſineſs: But who had 
Zàß —T 8 
Sir Fran. Why, no Body — I remember'd I had 
heard a wiſe Man ſay — My Son, be bold — ſo troth 
JJ I 
/ NNEAR... Coin nmnpaog.. 
Sir Fran. Why, thus — Look ye —— Pleaſe your 

Lordſhip, ſays I, I am Sir Francis Mrongbead of Bumper- 
Hall, and Member of Parliament for the Borough of 
FCugzledoun— Sir, your humble Servant, ſays my 
Lord; tho? I have not the Honour to know your Per- 
ſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt Gentleman, and 
I am glad your Borough has made choice of ſo worthy 
a Repreſentative; and ſo, ſays he, Sir Francis, have you 
any Service to command me? Naw, Couſin !- thoſe laſt 
Words, you may be ſure, gave me no ſmall Encourage- 
ment. And thof I know, Sir, you have no extraordi- 
nary Opinion of my Parts, yet, I believe, you won't 
ſay I miſt it naw! FFV 
Man. Well, I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe, 

Sir Fran. So when I found him fo courteous —<— 8 
My Lord, ſays I, I did not think to ha' troubled your 
Lordſhip with Buſineſs upon my firſt Viſit; but ſince g, 8 
your Lordſhip is pleas'd not to ſtand upon Ceremony — 
why truly, ſays I, I think naw. is as good as another 
—_ — —— Man ears 
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Man. Right! there you puſht him home. ; 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him ſce that 1 

was none of your mealy-mouth'd One. 
Man. Very good! _ 
Sir Fran. 30, in ſhort, my Lord, yr I, I have a good 
Eſtate but —a— it's a leetle awt at Elbows; and 
as I defire to ſerve my King, as well as my Country, = 
ſhall be very willing to accept of a Place at Court. 
Man. So, this was making ſhort Work on't. 
Sir Fran. I' cod! I ſhot him flying, Couſin: Some 
of your Hawilf-witted Or es naw, would ha' bumm'd 
and haw*d, and dangled a Month or two after him, be- 
fore they durſt open their Mouths about a Place, and 
may hap, not ha” got it at laſt neither — if 
Man. Oh! I'm glad you're ſo ſure on't 
Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, Couſin — Sir 3 ſays 
my Lord, pray what ſort of Place may you ha' turn'd 
your Thowghts upon? My Lord, ſays I, Beggars muſt 


a Year, will be well enough to be doing with "till ſome» 
thing better falls in- for I thowght it would nor 
look well to ſtond haggling with him at firſt. 

Man. No, no, your Buſineſs was to get Footing any | 
way.” 

bir Fan. Right! there's it! ah Couſin, I ſee you 
know the World! 

Man. Yes, yes, one ſees more of it every Day — 
well! but what faid my Lord to all this? 

Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to ſerve 
you any way, that lies in my Power; ſo he gave me a 
Squeeze by the Hond, as much as to ſay, Give your ſelf no 
Trouble T'll do your Buſineſs; with that he turn'd 
bim aba wt to ſomebody, with a colour'd Ribon a-crots 
here, that look'd in 1 my Thowghts, as [If he came for a 
ace too. 

Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe Hopes, Jeu ate to „make 
pour Fortune! 


out Sir Fran. Why, do you chink there's ony Doubt af 
inceß, Sir? 


y— 12% Oh no, 1 have not the leaſt Doubt about it 
cher — for juſt as you have done, 1 made my Fortune ten 
Man cars ago. eee 


not be Chuſers; but ony Place, ſays 1. opt a thouſand 


Si. Fran. Why, 1 never knew you bad 4 Phice; 
E 


my Lord has heard of what Importanee you were in the 


Z Houſe, I preſume! OF 


the Queſtion, as they call it. I don't know haw 


| Mr. Totherſide I think they call him, that ſat next me 
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Man. Nor I neither, upon my Faith, Couſin. But 
you, perhaps, may have better Fortune: For I ſuppoſe 


Debate To-day —— You have been fince down at the 


Sir Fran. O, yes! I would not negle& the Houſe, 
—£ _£ + er a 
Man. Well! and pray what have they done there? 
Sir Fran. Why, troth! I can't well tell you, what 
they have done, bur 1 :can tell you what I did: and 
think pretty well in the main; only I happen'd to make 
a litrle Miſtake at laſt, indeed. 0 on 
Man. How was that? 


Sir Fran. Why, they were all got there, into a fort 


of vs pron Debate, about the Good of the Nation— = 
and I were always for that, you know but in ſhort; MW; q 


the Arguments were ſo long-winded o' both fides, that, Mz. 
 waunds! I did no well underſtand um: Hawſomever, f 
I was convinc'd, and fo reſolv'd to vote right, accor- 
ding to my Conſcience —— fo, when they came to put 


*rwas — bur I doubt I cry'd Ay! when I ſhould hi 
FV 


Man. How came that about? WW 8 
Sir Fran. Why, by a Miſtake, as I tell you — fo 
there was a good-humour'd ſort of a Gentleman, on. A 


as ſoon as 1 had cry'd No! gives me a hearty Shak 
by the Hand! Sir, fays he, you are a Man of Honou'f 
and a true Exg/iſhman! and I ſhould be proud to be bet 
ter acquainted with you —— and fo with that, he take 
me by the Sleeve, along with the Crowd, into thi 
Lobby —— ſo, I knew nowght —— bat Ods-flelh 

I was got o'th* wrung fide the Poſt — for I were toll 
afterwards, I ſhould have ſtaid where I was. 
Man. And ſo, if you had not quite made your Foce 
tune before, you have clinched it now! -— Ah! thallhqy 
Head of the Frongheads! Ill A lay 
Sir Fran. Odſo! here's my Lady come home at la 


1 a 
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thopk, Couli, you. will be 2 kind, as to uke a 9 
ai Su upper "win us? - 4 
Man. = a time, Sir Francis $7 bur to-night, am 


engag d. d. 
Enter Laty Wronghead, Mi Ty aud Count Baſſet. 


La. Frong. Couſin! your Servant; I hope you will. 
pardon my Rudeneſs: But we have really been in ſuch a 
continual Hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure 
Moment to return your laſt Viſit. 5 

Man. O Madam! I am a Man of no Ceremony you 
ſee That has not hinder'd my coming again. ” 

La. Mrong. You are infinitely obliging: but ri te- 5 
deem my Credit with you. : 
Man. At your own time, Madam. 1 
C, Baſ. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, N if 
making People eaſy is the Rule of Good- Breeding, he is 
certainly the beſt-bred Man in the World. | 

Man. Soh! I am not to drop my Acquaintance, L 
find LAſide.] I am afraid, Sir, I thall grow vain . 
upon your good Opinion. _ 

C. Ba/. I don't know that, . 3 But L am fure, what 
you/are pleas'd-ro ſay, makes me ſo. | 

Mas. The moſt impudent Modeſty that ever I met 
with. | Afide, 
La. "ws Lard! how ready his Wit "I Ca. 
Sir Fran. Don't you think, Sir, the Count $7 
very fine Gentleman? 

Man. O! among the Ladies, certainly. * 1 
$ir Fran. And yet he's as ſtout as a Lion: +4 art. 
Waund, he'll ſtorm ny ching. the at LE 
| Max. Will he ſo? Why then, Sir, take care 2 
bf your Cittadel. | 
Sir. Fran. Ah! you are a Wag, Couſin. +. = 
Man. 1 hope, Ladies,” the Town Air continues to a- : 
> with you? = 
5 ay O1- perfectly well, Sir! we have been abroad 
our new Coach all Day long — and we have bought an 
Follicean 'of fine Things. And To-morrow we go to the 
cha aſquerade! and on Friday to the Play! and on Sature 
Aj 14 to dhe Opera! and on Sunday, we are to be at the 
1 FF bs & What- 


rn or, 


what · d'ye · call n and fee the Ladies play at 
Quadrille, and Picquet, and Ombre, and Hazard, and 
Baſſet! And on Monday, we are to ſec the King! and 


fo on Tueſday — ( 
La. Wrong. Hold, hold, Miß! you _ not let your lou 
Tongue run fo faſt, Child You forget! oe. know cou 
I brought you hither to learn Modeſty. bi tak 
Man. Yes, yes! and the is nee with a Ven- [ 
geance. h—_— | 4/fide, ¶ cau 
Fienny. Lawrd! Mama, 1 am ſure I did not ſay any C 
Harm! and, if one muſt not ſpeak in ones Turn, one ma) 
may be kept under as long as one lives, for ought I ſee. I 
La. Fro. on my Conſcience, this. Girl grows ſo you 
Head. -ſtrong - wit. 
Sir Fran. 2. ay, there's your fine growing Spirit for CG 
you! Now tack it dawn, an' you can. | L 
Jenny. All I ſaid, Papa, was only to entertain my not 
Couſin Manly. 4 you 
Man. My pretty Dear, 1 am mighri! obl 'd to you W 7 
Jenny. Look you there now, 7, og — y Wl 
La. Wrong. Hold your Tongue, I ay. 11 
Jonny. [Turning away. and glowting) I declare it, A; 
won't bear it: She is always a ſnubbing me before you, ber 
Sir !—— 1 know why ſhe does it, well enough —— of a 
Aide to the Count fiery 
C. Baſ Huſh! huſh, my Dear! don't be unealy a E + 
that! ſhe'll ſuſpe& us. (Ad. 
Jenny. Let her ſuſpect, what do l 8 domi L. 
know, but I have as much Reafon to ſuſpect, as he- Peu | 
tho perhaps I'm nor fo fraid of her. H 
C. Baſ. | 4fide. } V gad, if I don't koep atight Handlich 
on my Tit, here, he'll run . with 975 Project be · Nxore 
fore I can bring i fo ber. our 
La. Wrong. fide.) Perpetually banging upon. hin L. 
The young Harlot is certainly in love with him: but ban! 


muſt not let them ſee I think ſo — and yet I can't bea 
ir. Upon my Life, Count, you'll. ſpoil: that forward f Fe 


_ Girl —— you ſhould not encourage her ſo. e th 
C. Baſ. Pardon me, Madam, | was only adviſing he Hir 
to obſerye what your bono tp 92 85 to her. e 1 u 


a 
AanWcr | 


* Man Ves, truly her Obſervations have been ſome- 
tits particular,” (Aſide. 
C. Baſ. In one Word, Madam, ſhe has a jes- “ 
louſy of your Ladyſhip, and I am forc'd to en- 
courage her, to blind it: "Twill be better to 


take no notice of her Behaviour to me. 
La. Vr Tong. You are — 1 will be abe 
cautious. as: Apart. 


C. Baſ. To-morrow at the Maſquerade, we | 
may loſe her.. . 
La. #rong. We ball be obſery'd. vl ſend; i. 
Jeu ſa Note, and ſettle that Affair g0 on 2 
with the Girl, and don't mind me. 
. Baſ. 1 bave been takipg your part, my lirile Angel. 
La. Wrong. Jenny] come hither Child- 
ot be ſo haſty, my Dear 
your good. 


J — Ves, Mama; bur when 1 am told of a thing 


re Company, it always makes me wail, you | 


know. 


Man. If 1 bare any Skill in the fair 885 Miſs, and 


fery genteel Step i into the Family. „ 
Enter Myrtilla. Manly talks apart with ber. 


Dou brought us, from Weſtminſter, to- day? 
Hir Fran. News, Madam? T'cod! I have ſome — and 


andeach as does not come every day, I can tell you —a 
bevord in your Ear — I have got a promiſe of a Place at 


ourt of a thouſand Pawnd a Year, already. 


im La. Wrong. Have you ſo Sir? And pray who may you 
bank for it? Now! who's in the Right? Is not this 


tter, than throwing ſo much away, after a ſtinking Pack 


e the better for it! 

Sir Fran. Nay! that's what perſuaded. me to come 
ID, my Dove. . 

= La. Prong. Mighty well—come— let me have ano- 

ber hundred Pound then, 
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you muſt 
ET Vu adviſc you tor 


her Mama, have only quarrell'd, becauſe they are both 
of a Mind. This facetious Count ſeems to have made a2 


4 Wrong. Well, Sir Francis, and what news bare 


W Fox-hounds, in the Country ? Now your Family may 


Fs... Sir 
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: what the Devil have we got here? 


Sir Fran. Another! Child? Waunds! you have had 
one hundred this Morning, Pray what's become of that, 
= Dear? 

La. Wrong What's become of it? why Ill hex you, 
my Love! Jenny! have you the Bills about you? 

Jenny. Ves, Mama. 

La. Wrong. What's become of it? why laid our, my 
| Dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forc'd to borrow 
of the Count here. 

Jenny. Ves, indeed, Papa, 1 that would bardly do 
'neither- There's thi Account. 
— Fran, {Turning over the Bills] Let's ſee! ! Tet! J ſee 


Man. Then you have founded your Aunt you? ” 

fay, and ſhe readily comes in to all | og ala [ 
to you? 5 
Myr. Sir, T'll anſwer, with my Life, the is 9 
moſt thankfully yours in every Article: ſhe| 
; raightily deſires to ſee you, Sir. + dpart 
Man. | am going home, directly: bring herſ 
to my Houfe in half an hour; and if ſhe makes | 
good what you tell me, 700 ſhall both find | 
Pour Account in it. - ] 

Mr. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail . 
Sie Fran. Ods- life Madam, here's nothing but Toys, 
and Trinkets, and F anns, and CneS-BLockings, by 
Wholeſale * Ta 

La. Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, and 
for your Credit, Sir Francis — Nay you ice, I am ſo th. 
good a Houſewife, that in Neceſſaries for my ſelf, [ 
have ſcarce laid out a Shilling. De 
Sir Fran. No, by my troth, ſo it ſeems; for the de. ing 
vil o' one thing's here , that I can ſee you have any N wi; 
_ occaſion for- bt 
La. Wrong. My Dear! Ze you think I came hither to ca 
live out of the Faſhion? why the greateſt Diſtinction off - 
a fine Lady in this Town is in the variety of pretty I Ut 
: Things that ſhe has no Occaſion for. 

Jenny. Sure Papa, could you imagine, chat Women m 
of Quality wanted nothing but Stays and Petticoats! 

La. Wrong. Now, that is ſo like him! '2 

an. 
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Man. So! the Family comes on finely. 


what Dowdys would they reduce their Wives to? 


Sir Fran. An hundred Pound in the Morning, and 
want another afore 24, 5 Waunds and Fire! the Lord 


Mayor of London could not hold it, at this rate! * 
K. O! do you feel it, Sir? '| Afide. 


La. Wrong. My Dear, you ſeem uneaſy ; let me have 


the hundred Pound, and compoſe your felt. 


| Sir Fran. Compoſe the Devil, Madam! why do you : 


conſider what a hundred Pound a Day comes to in a Vear? 


La. Wrong. My Life, if Iaccount with you from one 
day to another, thar's really all that my Head is able to 
bear at a time — Bur I'll tell you what I confider — T 
conſider, that my Advice has got you a thouſand Pound 
a Year this Morning me Oy now, methinks v0 


might conſider, Sir. 


Sir Fran. A thouſand a Vear! Waunde, Madam, bur 


0 I have not touch'd a Penny of it yet! 
To Ne or neyer will, Þ 


Enter Squire Richard. 


0%. Rich. Feyther, and yow doan't come quick the 


Meat will be coal'd; an I'd fain pick a bit with you. 


by La. Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Frantis. you are not going 


to ſup by yourſelf! 


that's pretty near the matter, Madam. 
„II La. Wrong. Had not you as good ſtay. a little, my 


Dear? we thall all eat in half an hour; and I was think- 


ge- ing to ask my Ooufin Aan to take a family Morſel, 
an) W with us. 


care if I ride a day's Journey, without Baiting. 

Man. By no means, Sir Francis. I am going upon a 
little buſineſs. 1 8 

Sir Fran. Well, Sir, I know you don't love Compli- 
ments. 
Man. You'll excuſe me, Madam —— 
La, Fire Since you have Buſineſs, Sir— [Exit Manly. 
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 [Afide. 
La. Yrong. Lard! if Men were always to govern, 


11 aſwer for him. 22 


Sir Fran. No, but I'm goi ng to dine by my fs, and 


Sir Fran. Nay, for my Couſin's good Company, 1 don” b 


F 3 Enter 
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The P revel 4 Halen, , 


Enter Mrs. Motherly.” # 
0, Mrs. Motherly / you were ſaying this Morning, 1 you 


| had ſome very fine Lace to ſhow me can't I ſee it now? 


[ir Francis Hare. 

"Moth Why really, Madam, 1 had made a ſort of 2 

Woo to let the Counteſs of Nicely have the firſt 
Sight of it, for the Birth-day : But your Ladyſhip — 

La. Wrong. O! I die, if I don't ſee it before her. 
 $qu. Rich. Woan't you goa, Feyther? . 

Sir Fran. Waunds! Lad, I ſhall ha noa ro: * 


mach, at this rate! 


Moth. Well, Madam, though 1 fax ir it, tis the ſweet- 
eſt Pattern, chat eyer came over — and for F ineneſs — 


5 no Cobweb comes up to it! 


Sir Fran. Ods Gutts, and Gizand; Madan! Mes as 
fine as a Cobweb! Wy what the Devil's chat to colt 
now? _ 

Moth. Nay, if Sir Francis does not like of it, Madam 
La. Mrong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Metherly, he i Is not 


10 wear it. 


Sir Fran. Fleſh, Madam, bur I ſuppoſe. 4 am to pay 
for it! 

* IProng. No Joubt ont! Think of your thouſand 
a Year, and who got it you, go! cat your Dinner, and 
be thankful, go. | driving him to the Door.) Come Mrs, 
Motherly. Exit La. Wronghead with Mrs. Motherly; 

Sir Fran. Very fine! ſo here 1 mun faſt, 'till I am 
almoſt famiſh'd * the Good of my Country; 3 while 
Madam is laying me out an hundred Pound a-day in 
Lace, as fine as a Cobweb, for the Honour of my Fa- 


mily! Ods fleſh! things had need go well, at this 


rate! 5 
Su. Rich. Na ay, nay — come reyther. | [Ex Sir Fran, 


Euer Mrs. Motherly. 


Mother. Madam, my Lady deſires you and the Count 
will pleaſe to come, and aſſiſt her fancy, i in ſome of the 
new Laces. 


C. Baſ. We'll wait * her Ex. Mrs. Moth 
Jenny 
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Jenny. So! I told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't 


hear to leave us together. 


No matter, my Dear: You kau ſhe has a8b·d 
me to ſtay Supper: ſo, when your Papa and ſhe are a-bed, 
. Mrs. AHhyrrilla will let me into the Houſe again; then 
2 may you ſteal into her Chamber, and we'll 8 a pret- 


ſt iy little Sneaker of Punch together. 


Myr. Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me any thing. 1 


Jenny. Well! that will be pure ! 


C.Baf. But you had beſt go to her alone, my Life: it 


f, * = better if I come aſter you. 


Ay, ſo it will: and to-morrow, you know at 


t- W the de. And then! 8 / O! Pl] bave a 


— WW Haiband and Marry, | Ex. ſinging, 


My r. $6 Sir! am not I very commode to you? 


= C. "Baſ Well, Child! and don't you find your account 
t in it? Did not I tell you we might {till be of uſe to 


one another? 


_ Ayr. Well, but how ſtands your Affair with Mig, in in 


ot the main? 


N C. Ba/. O he! 's was for the Maſquerade! it drives like 5 
ay Wa ally we want nothing now but a Parſon, to clinch 
Did not 21 Aunt ſay ſhe could get one at a ort 


nd Warning: ? 


nd Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Tt BHT 5 Chaplain is her Cou- 
rs, fn you know; he'}] do your Buſineſs and mine, at the 


ly; ame time. 
am C. Baſ. O! it's true! but where ſhall we appoint him? 
ul WW Myr. Why you know my Lady Townly's Houle is al- 


in {ways open to the Maſques upon a FOO Is before 


Fa- they go to the Hay-marker, 
his C. Ba/. Good. 


Myr. Now the Doctor KO we ſhould all come 
an, Whither in our Habits, and when the Rooms are full, we 


may ſteal up into his Chamber, he ſays, and there -—— 
crack 


go to ay together. 
unt C. Baſ. Admirable! Well, the Devil fetch me, if I 
the hall not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, Child. 
Myr. And may the Black Gentleman tuck me under 
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his Arm at the ſame time, if! ſhall not think my felt 

oblig'd to Gos as long as live. 

CS, c Baſ. One Kiſs, for old Acquaintance ale 1 
gad I ſhall want to be buſy again! 

Mr. O you'll have one hora that will find honk. 

ployment: But I muſt run to my Squire. 

C. Baſ. And I to the Ladies fo your humble Sei 
vant, ſwert Mrs. Wronghead. 
r. as in Duty bound, moſt dolle Count 

Baſt. OI [I Exit Myr, 

C. Baſ. Why ay count ! That Title has been of ſome 
uſe to me indeed? not that I have any more Pretence to 
it, than TI have to a blue Riband. Let, I have made 1 
: Fe conſiderable Figure in life with it: I have loll 

in my own Chariot, dealt at Aſſemblies, din'd with Am. 

2 bows, and made one at Quadrille with the fir 
Women of Quality But —— Tempora mutantur — 
ſince that damn'd Squadron at Mhite's have left me out 
of their laſt Secret, I am reduc'd to trade upon my 
own Stock of Induſtry, and make my laſt Puſh upon 4 
Wife: If my Card comes up right (which I think can't 
Fail) I ſhall once more cut a Figure, and cock my Hat 


in the Face of the beſt of them! For ſince our modern 


Men of Quality are grown wiſe enough to be Sharpen; 


I think Sharpers arc Fools, that * t My * the Ain 
| of Men we Quality. [ Exi 


bot, almoſt on my Knees, difſwaded him, he had or- 
| der'd the Doors, thar Inftant, to have been locked a- 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
3 E N E Lord Townly's Houſe. 0 
Enter Manly, and Lady Grace. 


1. FHERE's ſomething, Madam, hangs upon 


your Mind, To-day. 

TI Goats Since you will know it - 
then unhappy Woman! 

Man. What of her? 

La. Grace. I fear, is on the Brink of Rant. | 

Man. I am ſorry for it—— what has happen d? 

La. Grace. Nothing ſo very New! bur the continual 
Repetition of it, at laſt has rous d my Brother Lo an in- 
temperance, that I tremble at. 

Man. Have they had any Words upon it? 

La. Grace. He has not (cen her ſince Yeſterday. 

Man. What! not at home all Night! 


— my Sifter 


La. Grace. About five this Morning, in ſhe came! 
bin with ſuch Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of Misfor- 
| tunes, at her Heels what can become of her? 


Man. Has not my Lord ſeen her, ſay you? 
La. Grace. No! he chang'd his Bed lt Night 


I fat with him alone till twelve, in Expectation of . 7 
But, when the Clock ſtruck, he ſtarted from his 


Chair, and grew incens'd to chat. degree, that had 1 


gainſt her! 


Man. How terrible is his guumtiod? when the 0 


juſtifiable Severities he can uſe againſt her, are liable to 
e the Mirth of all the diſſolute Card-Tables in Town! 
La. Grace. "Tis that, I know, has made him bear fo 
oog: But you, that feel for hi, Mr. Manly, will 2 
im 
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The P rovokd Hushand; or, 


him to ſupport his Honour, and if poſſible, preſerve his gui 
Quiet! therefore, I beg you 2 t leave the Houſe, MWpra 
*rill One, or Both of them can be ee to bene din 


Temper. 1 
Man. How attiable | is this Concern, i in you? to | 
La. Grace. For Heaven's ſake don” r mind me, but k 
think on ſomething to preſerve us all. / 


Man. I ſhall not take the Merit of obeying your MW 1 
Commands, Madam, to ſerye my Lord - but pray MW / 
Madam, let me into all that has paſt, ſince Netter Th 


| „„ 20 


= ferable to the beſt Husband's Company in the World. 


La. Grace. When my Intreaties had: prevail'd upon I 
my Lord, not to make a Story for the Town, by ſo ty i 
publick a Violence, as ſhutting her at once out of his 27 
Doors; he order'd the next Apartment to my Lady's, to I ten 
be made ready for him while that was doing — . 1 
I try'd, by all the little Arts that I was, Miſtreſs of, for 

to amuſe him into Temper; in ſhort, a ſilent Grief ([— 

was all I could reduce him ro—on this, we took our 
Leaves, and parted to our Repoſe: What his was, 11 / 
imagine by my own: For I neter clos'd my Eyes. A- [Lac 
bout five, as I told you, I heard my Lady at the Door; Nwhi 
fol flipt on a Gown, and far almoſt an Hour with her, Ip. 


in her'own Chamber. [ 
Man. What laid ſhe, when ſhe did not find * Lord wol 


there? Th. 
I. Grace. ot fo far from being ſhock'd, or alarm'd (ef 
at it; that ſhe bleſt the Occaſion! and ſaid, that in her {an 
Condition, the Chat of a Female Friend was far pre- 


Man. Where has the Spirits to pen {0 much In- 
4 ſenſibility: ? 
La. Grace. Nay, 'tis incredible! for though ſhe his 
loſt every Shilling ſhe had in the World, and ſtretch'd 
her Credit ev'n to breaking; ; the rallied her own Fol- 
lies with ſuch Vivacity, and painted rhe Penance, ſhe 
knows ſhe muſt undergo for them, in ſuch ridiculous 
Lights, that had not my Concern for a Brother been too 
ſttong for her Wir, ſhe had almoſt diſarm'd my. Anger. 
Man. Her Mind may have another Caſt by this time: 
1 moſt flagrant e have their Hours of a 
A | 25 5 


ue which theit Pride Tonerde from Company: But 
pray” Madam how could ſhe avoid coming down to 


line? 


was not well. 


2 Creature, to make ſuch a ſlatternly Uſe of it! 


La, Grace. O fy! there is not a more elegant Beau- | 


ty in Town, when ſhe's dreſt. 


Man. In my Eye, Madam, he that 8 early dreſt, has 


ten times her Elegance. 


La. Grace. But the won't be long now, I believe; 4 
for I think 1 ſec her Chocolate going up — Mrs. 7 | 


$—4 hem! 
Min Truſty comes 70 the Door. 


95 Adde.] Five a Clock in the Afternoon, for a 5 
Lady of Quality's Breakfaſt, is an elegant Hour, indeed! 
which to ſhew her more polite way of living too, 


preſume ſhe eats in her Bed. 


La. Grace. [To Mrs. Truſty.] And when ſhe is up, 1 
would be glad ſhe would Jos me come to her Toilet — 5 


That's all, Mrs. Truſty. 


Truſty. 1 will be Tre: to let her Ladyſhi know, Ma- 
dm, . ods . Mrs. TOP 


E nter . a Dirk at. 


Serv. Sir Francis Wronghtad, Sir, deſires to ſpeak* with 
you, 


Man. He comes unſcaſonably . 
with him) 


— what ſhall I 00 


La. Grace. O ſee him by all means, we ſhall have 5 
time enough; in the mean while III ſte 5 in, and have 


an Eye upon my Brother. Nay, ay; 
— you have buſineſs. 


Man, You muſt be obey'd — 


on l Seas me 


Deſire Sir Francis to walk i In, ——— [Ex. Servant. 
Dy 


La. Grace. 01 ſhe rok; care of that, before ſhe went 
to bed z by orderin "g her Woman, whenever ſhe was 
kd for, to ſay, ſhe * 
Man. Lou have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I preſume 7 
La. Grace. Up! I queſtion whether ſhe be awake yet. 
Man. Terrible! what a Figure does ſhe make now! 
That Nature ſhould throw away ſo much Beauty upon 


[ Retreating while Lady 98 goes ont. 
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"roof that the Ballance of his Journey to London is on the 
og ide, 


Sir Francia . your Servant ; how came I by the Faro 
of this extraordinary Viſit? 


* 


i Tawn, forſooth ! 
twenty hours — for, in half that time, it was all ſquan- 


he Provitd Hausband; or, 


I ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe Worſhip: begins to find, 


Enter Sir Francis. | 


Sir Fran, Ah! Couſin! 

+ Man. Why that ſorrowful Face, Man? 5 

Sir Fran. | have no Friend alive but vo 

Man. I am ſorry for that — but what's the Matter? 

Sir Fran. I bave plaid the Fool by this POP | 
ſee now for my bitter TORE oy 

. Man. What of here. 

Sir Fran. ls playing the Devil! 17 8 

Man. Why truly, that's a Part that molt of your "ins 


Ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 


Sir Fran. If I am a living Man, Couſin, ſhe has made 


away with above two hundred and fifty Pound, ſince 
| yeſterday morning! . 


Man. Hah! I ſee a good Houſe-wife will do a great 


deal of work in a little time. 


Cir Fran, Work do they call ie? Fine work indeed! 
Man. Well! but pond, do you mean, made away 


| with! it? What, ſhe has laid it our, may be— bur Iſup- 
| pole you have an Account of it. 


Sir Fran. Yes, yes, I have had the An indeed; 


bor I mun needs fay, it's a verry W one. 


Man. Pray let's hear. 
Sir Fran. Why, firſt, I let her have an 3 AF 


= fifry, to get things handlome about her, to let the 
World ſee that I was Spme- 2200 and 1 thought that 
Sum was very genteel. 


Man. Indeed I think ſo; and; in the Country, might 


855 2 hive ſerv'd her a Twelvemonth. 


Str Fran. Why: ſo it might hive bated in this fine 
it could not get through four and 


dred away in Bawbles, and new-faſhion'd Trumpery. 
Man. O! for Ladies. 1 in London: Sir gw al this 


might be ne. 


d, 
be 


ut 
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=" Noa! 'theere's the Plague ow tl the Devil 
one uſeſull Thing 
Shoes, and thoſe ſtond me in three Paund three Shi} | 
lings a Pair too. 


Nan. Dear Sir! this is nothing! Why we have Ci- 


(ogy here, that, while their good Man is felling 


Penny-worth of Sugar, will give you twenty e 1 


pound for a ſhort Apron. 92 ; 
Sir Fran. Sad on us! What a mortal poor Devil 
is a Husband ! s 


Man. Well, but I hope, you have noching elle 


Sir Fran. Ah! would I could ſay 65 too - | . but 
there's another hundred behind yer, that goes x more to 
my Heart, than all that went betore it. . 

Man. And how might that be diſpoſed of? 

Sir Fran. Troth, I am almoſt ach to tell you. 

Man. Out with it. 

Sir Fran. Why ſhe has been at an Aſembly. F 

Man. What, fince I faw you! I thought yo had all 
dupt at home laſt Night? 

Sir Fran. Why ſo we did Land all as meery: 
Grigs ——T 1 my Heart was 25 open, that I roſs'd_ 
another hundred into her Apron, to go out early this 
Morning with —— Bur the Cloth was no ſooner taken 
away, than in comes my Lady Townly here ( who 


to complain of ? 


between you and I — mum! has had the Devil co 


pay yonder —) with another rantipol Dame of Qua- 
lity, and our they muſt have her, they ſaid, to intro- 5 
duce her at my Lady Noble's Aſſembly forſooth 
a few Words, you may be ſure, made the Bargain — — 
lo, bawnce ! and away they drive as if the Devil had 
got into the Coach- box ſo about four or five in 
the Morning - home again comes Madam, with 
ber Eyes a Foot deep in her Head- 
ed Pound left behind her at the Lan- Table. 

Man. All loſt ar Dice! 

Sir Fran. Every Shilling — among a Parcel of Pig- 
tall Puppies, and Pale-fac'd Women of Quality.. 

Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, after 
you found her ſo ill an Houſe-wite of ane Sum, o 
ſoon to truſt her with another? Sir 


do I ſee for it, but two pair of Jac'd 8 4 


as 


and my poor 


"The Proverd Hichand; 5 or; Fwy 


Si Fran. Why, truly, I mum that Was partl my 
oben fault: for if 1 1 been _ of e 15 
1 believe that laſt hundred might have been fay'd. RN; 
Man. How ſo? "I 
Sir Fran. Why, like an Owl, as I was, out of goed. 
will, forſooth, partly to keep her in Humour, 1 nut 
needs tell her of rhe thouſand Pound a Year, I had juſt N p. 
got the Promiſe of —— l' cod! ſhe lays her Claws upon 
it that moment —— ſaid it was all owing to her Ad- 
vice, and truly ſhe would have her ſhare on't. | 
Man. What, before you had it your ſelf? ?? In 
Hir Fran. Why ay! that's what I told her -— My N. 
Dear, faid I, mayhap I mayn' t receive the firſt Quarter 


"4 
"tot 9 


8 on't this half yeur: *. 
Man. Sir Francis, J have heard you, with a great dal he 
of Patience, and I really feel Compaſſion for you. 80 


Sir Fran, Troly, and well you may, Coulin, for [ 
don t ſee that my Wife's Goodneſs is a bit the waa N 
a for bringing to London. al 
Man. If you remember, I gave you a Hint of it. 
Sir Fran. Why ay, it's true you did fo : But the De- 
: vil himſelf could not have belicv'd ſhe would have rid 
poſt to him. 
Man. Sir, if you flap bur a fortnight in this Town, 

u will every Day ſee hundreds as faft upon the Gal-Ws; 

as the is. 

Sir Nan. Ab! this Laas is bal place indeed 
waunds, if thingsſhould happen to go wrong with me at 
Weſtminſter, at this rate, how che Devil mall 1 keep 
out of a Jay? ih 
Man. Why rruly, there ſeems ro me but one e way to 
void it. 

Sir Fran. Ah! would you cont tell me that, Couſ n. 
Man. The way lies plain before you, Sir; the ſame 
Road that brought you hither will carry you ſafe home 
again. 
88 8 . Fran. Ods-fleſh! Couſin, what! and leave a thou- 
ſand Pound a Year behind me? 

Man. Pooh! pooh! leave any ching behind you, but 
your Family, and you are a Saver by it. 

| Sir Fran, AY, bur confider, Couſin, what a ſure 

: i- 


Fi ure 
withawt it! 1 


in a Jayl, without it. 


ir then, Couſin ? 
Man. Sir Francis, to do you the Service of a real 


ſee half the Ruin that's before you! 


d. Sir Fran. Good-lack! how may yow mean, Couſin? ; 
Man. In one Word, your whole Affairs ſtand thus 


In a Week, you will loſe your Scat, at Weſtminſter: In 


cal Wihe bas not been uſed to better Company: And your 
on will ſteal into Marriage with a caſt Miſtreſs, be⸗ 

I Wezuſe he has not been uſed to any Company at all, 
eh Sir Fran. Pth' name o ' goodneſs WF ſhould you think 

all this ? 5 

Aan. Becauſe I have proof of it; in ſhort, Iknow ſo 
De. nuch of their Secrets, chat if all this: is not prevented 
rid to-night, it will be out of FONG: Power to do it, to- 
Nnorrow morning. 
0 Sit Fran. Mercy upon et you Gratis ee 
3al- 


in this Caſe ? 
Man. I have not time here to give you proper * 


how much I have it at Heart, to ſerve you. 
Enter a Servant. . 


17 Serv. Sir, m my Lord deſires to ſpeak with you. 
9. K Man. I'll wait upon bim. 
om 


Hir Fran. Well then, I'II go ſtrait home, naw. 
Man. Ar cight depend upon me. _ 


hou- Sir Fran. Ah dear Couſin! I ſhall be 3 to you as 


. as 1 live. OE): deliver us! what a terrible ale; 


WT The. 


Mar. You will make a much more lamentable Figure 


Sir Fran. May hap at yow have no > great Opinion of 


4 : 1 
4 
at, 1} 
5 
= 


Friend, I muſt ſpeak very plainly to you: you don't I 


aFortnight, my Lady will run you into a Jayl, by keep- 
tet Wing the beſt Company -— In four and twenty Hours, 
our Daughter will run away with a Sharper, becauſe 


Sir, I will be E 5 yow : Bur what am I to do 5 


ſtructions: but about eight this Ev'ning, I'll call at 
your Lodgings: and there you ſhall have full Conviction, 


7 Journeys London, yo ©? 
ſhall I mare in the Country, if 1 come dawn 


 ean'tbe perſuaded into the Hours of People of Quality 


I t certainly 6:4 beft Matrimonial Menager, in Town. 
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_  Townly, as ſuſt up, walks to her Toilet lean. 
. on Mrs. Truſty. 0 
 Frafty. Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Lady- 
- wp out of order? 
a. Town. Ho is it poſlible to be well, where one 
is kill'd for want of S 
Tuſty. Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung, Ma- 
dam, | was in hopes your Lac yſnip had beet vel 
compos d. W 
La. Town. Compor'd 1 12 why 1 avs lays in an Inn 
here! this Houſe in worſe than an Inn with ten Stage - , 
coaches! What between my Lord's impertinent People {Wav 
of Buſineſs in a Morning, and the intollerable thick 
Shoes of Footmen at Noon, one has not a wink al u. 
A | 
Truſly. Indeed, Madam, it's a Seelt pity; my Lord 


Though I muſt ſay that, Madam, your Ladihip 


La. Town. Oh! you are quite miſtaken, Truſfy! I me- 
nage very ill! for, notwithſtanding all the Power 1 
have, by never being over-fond of my Lord yet 
I want Mouey alinitely oftner than be is willing ro 
give it me. 
Tyuſty. Ah! if "Th Lende coold * be brought t. to 
play himſelf, Madam, then he might ie what 1 It is to 
want Money. oo 
La. Town, Oh! don” 4 talk of ie do you know that 
1 am undone, Truſty? 
. Truſty. Mercy forbid, Madam! 5 
La. Town. Broke! ruin'd! plunder'd! ——firipp's, 
even to'a Confiſcation of my laſt Guinea, 
Truſty. You don't tell me ſo, Madam 
La. Town.: And where to raiſe ten Pound in the 
World — what is to be done, Truſtyꝛ ? 
Tjuſty. Truly, I wiſh I were wiſe enough to toll you, 
Madam: but may be your -Ladyſhip may have a run of 
better Fortune, upon ſome of the el Company that 
comes here to · night. 
4 La. Trwn 


La. Town. But L have not a ſingle Guinea, to try my 


Fortune! IR "hp 
Nut. Hah ! that's a bad Buſineſs indeed, Madam — 
Adad! I have a Thought in my Head Madam, if it is 
not too late —— - © 1 8 IBF) 
La. Town. Out with it quickly then, I beſeech thee! 
Trufty. Has not the Steward ſomething of fifty Pound 
Madam, that you left in his hands, to pay ſomebody a- 
bar rime? e 
La. Town. O! ay! I had forgot —'twas to —- a — 
, RI I. 
Truſty. Now I remember, Madam, twas to Mr. Lute- „ 
fring your old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip turn'd off, — ; 
about a Year ago, becauſe he would truſt you no longer. 1 
La. Town. The very Wretch! if he has nor paid it, 
run quickly, Dear Truly, and bid him bring it hither 
immediately—— [Exit Truſty.] Well! Fre mortal 
Woman never had ſuch Fortune! Five! Five, and Nine, 
zpainſt poor Seven for ever! ——No! after that horrid 
Bar of my Chance, that Lady Yronghead's fatal red Fiſt 
upon the Table, I ſaw it was impoſſible, ever, to win 


e. Waother Stake — Sir up all Night! loſe all ones Mo- 
I ey! dream of winning Thouſands! wake without a 


Shilling! and Then —— how like a Hag I look! In 
hort—the Pleaſures of Life, are not worth this Diſor- 
er! If it were not for Shame now, I could almoſt 
kink, Lady @race's ſober Scheme not quite fo ridiculous-- 
If my wiſe Lord could but hold his Tongue for a Week, 
tis odds, but I ſhould hate the Town in a Fortnight — 
zur 1 will not be driven out of it, that's poſitive! _ 
—_ I ['Trulty returns. 
Truſty. O Madam! there is no bearing it! Mr. Lute- 
p'd, ring was juſt let in at the Door, as I came to the Stair 
ootz and the Steward is now actually pay ing him the 
///, hoon 
La. Town. Run to the Stair-caſe Head, again — and 
ream to him, that I muſt ſpeak with him this Inſtant. 
you, 1 [ Truſty vuus out, and ſpeaks. 
un of Tray. Mr. Poundage —a hem! Mr. 4e 5 


hat 


the 


chat ſs a word with you quickly without, 
Pound. | within.) I'll — to you preſently. S 


Tu. 


EN N N 3 „ 


r 3 , a 2 — 
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vag Br Preſently won c 15 Man, you maſtÞ 

come this minute. | 

Pound. 1 am but juſt paying A little Money, : 

| here. Fai 

Truſs. Cods my life! paying Money? is the | / 

Man diſtracted? Come here 1 tell you, to my | 
h this Moment, quick! 7 


— yn en _ 
— FC 


[Tru ſty a 
"Ix Yon, Will the Monſter come, or no? 
Truſtj. Yes, I hear him now, Madam, he is hobling 
| up, as faſt as he can. 
La. Town. Don't let him come in—for he will keep 
ſuch a babbling about his Accounts, — my Brain Is nor 
able to bear him. 


. ——.. ATI 
— — IEED = — — — 


\ 


| [Poundage comes to tbe Dow with a Money- bag i in bn 

Truſty. O! it's well you are come, Lr! where's th oy 
fift Pound? 0 
I / Why here it is; if you had not been in ſuc? 8 
baſte, I mould have paid it by this time the Man: i 
nom writing a Receipt, below, for it. an 
Truſt. No matter! my Lady ſays, you muſt not off the 
bim with that Money, there is not enough, it ſeems ] 
there's a Piſtole, and a Guinea, that is not good, in it- 14 
beſides there is a Miſtake in the Account too—[Twitchin * 
the Bag from him.] But ſhe is not at leiſure to examinſ”” p 
it now; ſo you muſt bid Mr. What-d'ye-call-um « cl 7 
3 time. Bo, 
La. Town. Whar is all that Noiſe there? "Bo Fi: 

Pound. Why and it pleaſe your Ladyſhip — Z 
La. Town. Pr ythee don't plague me now, but af _ 
as you were order'd. L 
Pound. Nay what Jour Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam dar 
Exit Poundageſ bim 
Faß. There they are Madam —{ Pours the Money A I 


of the Bag.] The pretty Things — were fo near fallin 
-znto_a-nalty Tradeſman's hands, I proteſt it made mi 
tremble for them — I fancy your Ladyſhip had as god 
give me that bad Guinea, for luck's ſake thank yl 
Madam. [Takes a Guim 
La. Town. Why, I did not bid you take it. 
2 No, but Fane e ors: as if you va 
WELLS . ju 
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WY 5 to bid me, and ſo I was willing to fave you | 
The trouble of ſpeaking, Madam. 
La. Town. Well! thou haſt deſery'd it, and * for 
onde but hark! don't I hear the Man making a noiſe 
vonder? Though I think now we you — for 
"little of his ill humour — 
Nut. I'll liften. 
La. Town. Pr'ythee do. [Truſty goes to the Hs: 
Tut. Ay! they are at it Madam — he is in a bitter 
WM Paſſion, with poor Paundage — bleſs me! I believe he'll 
beat him — mercy on us! how the wretch ſwears! - 
d Li. Torn. And a ſober Citizen too! that's a ſhame! 
Da. Hah ! I think all's ſilent, of a ſudden - may 
= be the Porter has knock'd bim down —PI ſtep and ſee — 
[Exit Truſty. 
La. Town. Thoſe Trades-people : are the troubleſomeſt 
Creatures! no Words will fatisfy them! | Truſty returns. 
Truſly. O Madam! undone! undone! My Lord has 
juit bolred out upon the Man, and is hearing all his pi- 
tiful Story over — if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to come hi- 5 
ber, you may hear him yourſelf! 
La: Town. No matter: it will come round preſently : 
II ſhall have it all from my Lord; without lolngaword 
by the way, I'll warrant 1 21 
Jah. O lud! Madam! here's my Lad juſt comingin. 
W Ls. Town. Do you get out of the way then. [Exit 
bk. Truſty. ] I am afraid I want Spirits but he will Joon | 


give em me. 55 5 
Enter Lord Townly. 0 


L. Tron: How comes it, Madam, that a Tradeſman 
dares be clamorous, in my Houſe, for Money due to 


dage him, from you? TRE 
La. Town. Vou don't expect, my Lord, that 1 ſhould 
llingniyer for other Peoples Impertinence! 


L. Town. 1 expect, Madam, you ſhould anſwer for 

ſour own Extravagances, that are the Occaſion of it 
thought I had given you Money three months ago, | 
o fatisfy all theſe ſort of People! 

a8: Town. Yes, bur you ſee they never Are t to be ſa- _ 
5 


on Ti a. N 1 Madam lon er to be abus'd 
by * af N 2 * thus! 
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thus! whar? $become of the laſt five hundred,l gave you} 


La. Town. Gone. 50 
L. 7%. Gone! what way, Madam? 8 ot 
La. Town. Half the Town over, benen byrtri tie: th 
L. Town. Tis well! T ſee Ruin will make no en W 
ſion, till it falls upon Vou- H 


La. Town. In ſhort, my Lord, if Money is alway 
the Subject of, our Converſation, I ſhall make you no cc 
Anſwer. 
L. Town. Madam, Madam! 1 will be beard, and Make th 
you anſwer. _ up 

La. Town, Make me! then I muſt tell you, my Lord [42 
this is a Language I have not been 65d to, and I won} any 


bear it. wi 
L. Town. Come! come, Madam, you ſhall bear 1 by 
great deal more, before I part with you. mi 


La. Town. My Lord, it you inſult me, you will har ye 
as much to bear, on your ſide, I can aſſure you. | 
IL. Town. Pooh! your Spirit grows ridiculous — De 
you have neither eee or lauocendce, to Wi 4 
port WE: pli 
La. Town. You'll find, at leaſt, T have Reſentment! 1 
and do you look well to 'the Provocation! 1 
L. Town. After thoſe you have given me, Madan 
*4is almoſt Infamous to talk with you. 
La. Town. I ſcorn your Imputation, and your Menacey 


* he. Narrowneſs of your Heart's your Monitor! "til 
there! there my Lord, you are wounded; you have lei but 
to ns of than many Husbands of an ou Raul * 

to 

x * Death, Madam * eſlims: upon yol tha 
"Corporal Merit! that your Perſon ae tainted, than you ble 
Mind! is it there! there alone an honeſt Husband ca yet 
be injur'd? Have you not every other Vice that ci his 
debaſe your Birth, or ſtain the Heart of Woman? I her 
nat your Health, your Beauty, Husband, Fortune, Fill I 
"mily diſclaim'd, for Nights comſum'd in Riot and EA my 
travagance? The Wanton does no more; if ſhe conceal min 
her Shame, does leſs: And ſure the Diſſolute avow'd, 1 1 
oo wrongs my Honour, and my Quiet. nge. 


La. Town, I ce, my Lord, What ſort of Wife migh 
pleaſe —_ 7 L. Tis 
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L. Stem Ungrateful Woman! could you have ſeen 
yourſelf, you in yourſelf had ſeen her — Lam amaz'd 
our Legiſlature has left no Precedent of a Divorce for 
this more viſible Injury, this Adultery of the Mind, as 
well as that of the Perſon! when a Woman's whole 


Heart is alienated to Pleaſures I have no Share in, what 
ist to me, whether a black Ace, or a powder'd Cox- 
comb has Poſſeſſion of it? f 15 
La. Town. If you have not found it yet, my Lord; 
this is not the way to get Poſſeſſion of mine, depend 2 
upon it. 
1. Town. That, e I have long deſpair'd of; | 
and ſince our Happineſs cannot be mutual, tts fir, that ! 
with our Hearts, our Perſons too ſhould ſeparate —— 
This Houſe you ſleep no more in! Tho' your Content 
might groſly feed upon the Diſhonour of a Husband, 
yet my Deſires would ſtarve upon the Features of a Wife. 
La. Town. Your Style, my Lord, is much of the ſame 
Delicacy with your A Rig of Honour. 
L. Town. Madam, Madam! this is no time for Com- 5 
pliments — I have done with you. | 
La. Town. If we had never met, my Lord, I had not 
broke my Heart for it! but have a Care: I may not, per- 
1 be ſo eaſily recall'd as you imagine. 
Town. Recall'd Who's there! [ Enter a Servant. 
Defire my Siſter and Mr. Manly to walk up. 
La. Town. My Lord, you may proceed as you pleaſe, 
but pray what Slane have I committed, that are 
not daily pradtis'd by a hundred other Women of "Quality 7 
L. Town, Tis not the Number of ill Wives, Madam, 
chat makes the Patience of a Husband leſs contempti- 
ble: and tho' a bad one may be the beſt Man's Lot, 
yet he'll make a better figure in the World, that keeps 
his Misfortune Out of Doors, than he that ramely keeps 
ber Within. 5 
La. Town, I don't know what Figure you may make, 
my Lord, but I ſhall have no Reaſon to be aſham'd of | 
wine, in "whatever Company I may meet you. 
L. Town, Be ſparing of your Spirit, Wan you'll | 
winds it to oport you. . 
E 


e Enter Lady Grace, and Manly. FOE 


Mr. Mauly, I have an Ack of PHO to beg of you; 
which wants more Apologies, than Words can make 
Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that I may 
have the greater Merit in obliging you. — _ 
L. Tows. Siſter, I have the ſame Excuſe to intreat of 
J; ERIE ins es 5 
La. Grace. To your Requeſt, I beg, my Lord. 
IL. Town. Thus then — as you both were preſent at 
my ill-conſider'd Marriage, I now deſire you each will 
be a Witneſs of my determin'd Separation. — I know, 
Sir, your Good-nature, and my Siſter's, muſt be ſhock'd 
at the Office I impoſe on you! But, as T don't ask your 
Juſtification of my Cauſe; fo IT hope you are confcious— 
that ill Woman can't reproach you, if you are'filent, 
rr SS, 
Man. My Lord, I never thought, *till now, it could 
JJ 4 es 
La. Grace. ¶Aſide.] Heavens! how IT tremble! 
L. Town. For you, my Lady Tony, I need not here 
repeat the Provocations of my parting with you - the 
World, I fear, is too well inform'd of them. — For the 
good Lord, your dead Father's ſake, T will ſtill ſupport. 
Fou, as his Daughter — As the Lord Townly's Wife, 
you have had every thing a fond Husband could beſtow, 
and (to our mutual Shame I ſpeak it) more than happy 
Wives deſire —But thoſe Indulgencies muſt end! State, 
Egquipage, and Splendor but ill become the Vices that MW | 
mituſe *em. —— The decent Neceflaries of Life ſhallbe Wha 
ſupply.c —— but not one Article to Luxury! Not even Ni 
the Coach, that waits to carry you from Hence, ſhall We 
vou ever uſe again! Your tender Aunt, my Lady Love- What 
more, with Tears, this Morning, has conſented to re- 
ceive you; Where if Time, and your Condition brings 
you to a due Reflection, your Allowance ſhall be in- 
creas'd — But, if you fill are laviſn of your little, or 
pine for paſt licentious Pleaſures, that little ſhall be.leſs! 
nor will I call that Soul my Friend, that names you in 
5 TEE 


. 4 


9 La. Grace. 
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LA. Grace. My Heart Bleeds for ber! [Alde. 
L. Town. O Manly! look there! turn back thy 
Thoughts with me, and witneſs to my growing Love ! 
there was a time when I belive'd that Form incapa- 
ble of Vice, or of Decay! There I propos'd the Part- 
ner of an eaſy Home! Thefe! I, for ever, hop'd to find 
la cheerful Companion, an agreeable: Intimate, a faith- 
ful Friend, a uſeful Help-mare, and a tender Mother — 
But oh! how bitter now the Diſappointment! — 
Man. The World is different in its Senſe of Happi- 
es: Offended as you are, 1 know you will {till be juſt. 
J Farmer. Go I 
5 Man. This laſt Reproach, I ſee, has ſtruck her. [ Ade. 

L. Ton. No, let me not (though I this Moment caſt 
fer from my Heart for ever) let me not urge her Pu- 
niſhment beyond her Crimes —— I know the World 
is fond of any Tale that feeds its appetite of Scandal: 
And as I am conſcious, Severitics of this kind ſeldom 
fail of Imputations too groſs to mention, I here, before 
you both, acquit her of the leaſt Suſpicion rais'd a- 
gainſt the Honour of my Bed. Therefore, when a- 
broad her Conduct may be queſtion'd, do her Fame that 


—_— | , 5 
La. Town. O Siſter! [ Turns to La. Grace weeping. 


t L. 7ow,., When I am ſpoken of, where without Fa- 
e, Frour this Action may be canvaſs'd, relate bur half my 
„ rovocations, and give me up to Cenſure, | Going. 
Y. La. Town. Support me! ſave me! hide me from the 
* World! | Halls on La. Grace's Neck, 
al 


L. Town. [ Returning. ]—T had forgot me You 
ave no Share in my Reſentment, therefore, as you have 
liv'd in Friendſhip with her, Your Partivg may admit of 
gentler Terms, than ſuit the Honour of an injur'd Huſ- 
band, „ [Offers to go out. 


© en. [Interpofing.] My Lord, you mult not, ſhall 
gs rot leave her, thus! One Moment's Stay can do your 
n- 


Cauſe no wrong! If Looks can ſpeak the Anguifh of the 
Jeart, I'll bi a with my Life, there's ſomething la- 


66 


. bouring in her Mind, that would you bear the hearing, 


might deſerye it, | 


xt G 7 La. Grace. 


ED to his own Election yielded up my Youth — His tender 
Care, my Lord, directed him to You —— Our Hands 


my Lord, ſome time o'ercome by Love, were pleas' 
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L. Town. Conſider! fince we no more can meet, 
preſs not my Staying, to inſult her. {© 
La. Town. Yer ſtay, my Lord the little I would 
ſay, will not deſerve an Inſult; and Undeſery'd, I knoy 
your Nature gives it not. But as you've call'd in Friends, 
to witneſs your Reſentment, let them be equal Hearer, 
1 - Town. I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam —— be 
Ei Eos Wrote s: wh 
La. Town. My Lord, you ever have complain'd, | 
wanted Love; but as you kindly have allow'd I never Wi 
gave it to another; ſo when you hear the Story of my 

. though you may ſtill complain, you will not 

— . ᷣ ß i575 5 
La. Grace. This promiſes a Reverſe of Temper. | Apart, 
Man. This, my Lord, you are concern'd to hear! 
IL. Town. Proceed, I am attentive. © 
La. Town. Before I was your Bride, my Lord, the 
flattering World had talk'd me, into Beauty; which, at 
my Glaſs, my yourhful Vanity confirm'd: Wild with 
that Fame, I thought Mankind my Slaves, I triumph'd 
over Hearts, while all my Pleaſure was their Pain: Yet 
was my own ſo equally inſenſible to all, that when a 
Father's firm Commands enjoyn'd me to make choice 

of One; I even there declin'd the Liberty he gave, and 


* 


were join'd! bur ſtill my Heart was wedded to its Fol- 
+ My only Joy was Power, Command, Society, Pro- 
fuſeneſs, and to lead in Pleaſures! The Husband's Right 
to Rule, I thought a vulgar Law, which only the De- 
form'd, or Meanly-ſpirited obey'd! I knew no Director 
but my Paſſions, no Maſter but my Will! Even you, 


with my Delights; nor, then, foreſaw this mad Miſuſe off + 
your Indulgence —— And, theugh I call my ſelf Un · Pe 
grateful, while T own it, yer, as a Truth, it cannot bel 
deny'd ——— That kind Indulgence has undone me! it kn 
added Strength to my habitual Failings, and in a Heart 
thus warm, in wild unthinking Life, no wonder if theÞt! 
Zentler Senſe of Love was loſt. $7 PHO 0e4, +:« 1 
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L. Town. O Manly ! where has this Crea- 3 


1 ure's Heart been buried? 45 4 * 
a Men. If yet recoverable —— How vaſt | __ h 
y Mlreaſure? _ 
d Ls. Town. What I have ſaid, my Lord, is not my 
en rcuſe, but my Confeſſton ! My Errors (give 'em, if 


you pleaſe, a harder Name) cannot be defended ! No! 
What's in its Nature Wrong, no Words can Palliate, 
ho Plea can Alter! What then remains in my Condition, 
but Reſignation to your Pleaſure? Time only can con- 


ret ince you of my Future Conduct: Therefore, 'till I 
my Wave liv'd an Object of Forgiveneſs, I dare not hope 
not Mor Pardon —— The Penance of a lonely contrite Life 


were little to the Innocent; bur to have deſerv'd this 
1 will ſtro w perpetual Thorns yn my Pil- 


1 Grace. O happy, heavenly Hiding bo 
La. Town. Siſter, farewell! [Kiſſing ber.] Your Virice : 
eeds no warning from the Shame that falls on me: But 
yhen you think I have atron'd my Follies paſt 3 8 
uade your injur'd Brother to forgive them. 
L. Zown. No Madam! Your Errors thus renounc'd, "ITE 
his Inſtant are forgotten! So deep, ſo due a Senſe of wk 
Whom, bas made you, what my utmoſt. Wiſhes form'd, 3 
and all my Heart has figh'd for. ; 
La. Town. | turning to Lady Grace. ] How odious does 


nds his Goodneſs make me! 

70: La. Grace. How amiable your thinking 5 OO SE 
rol L. Town. Long-parted Friends, that pals through ealy 
gb Voyages of Life, receive but common Gladneſs in their 


Meeting: But from a Shipwreck ſav'd, we mingle Tears 
vith our Embra ces [ Embracing Lady Townly. 
La. Town. What Words! what Love! what Duty 
an repay ſuch Obligations? _ 
L. Town. Preſerve but this Deſire to pleaſe, your 
Power is endleſs! ä 


now, my Lord, I had a Heart to give you! 

L. Town. By Heav'n!. this yielding Hand, when firſt. 
It gave you to my Wiſhes, preſented not a Treaſure more 
Kirable! O Manly / Siler! as 2 have often ſhar'd in 


* 


La. Town. Oh! — 'till this Moment, never did I 


entertain them. 
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m y Diſquiet, partake of my Felicity! m new- born Joy! 
| fog here the Bride of my Deſires! This nay be call 
my Wedding-day ! 
La. Grace. Siſter! (for now methinks that Name i 
dearer to my Heart than ever) let me congratulate the 
Happineſs that opens to you, _ 
Man. Long, long, and mutual may it flow 
L. Town, To make our Happineſs compleat, my Dear, 
| Join here with me to give a Hand, that e wil 
* the Obligation. Fra 
Lua. Town. Siſter! a Day like 8 þ 
La. Grace, Admits of no Excuſe againſt the gener 
: Joy. Y lives her Hand to Manly, 
© Man. A Joy like mine—deſpairs of Words ro ſpeak it. 
L. Town. O Manly! how the N ame of Friend endears 
the Brother! [Embracing hin. 
Man. Your Words, wy Lord, will warm me, to de 
ſerve them. 


rn ww) > ». w_< XX*< 


E nter 4 f 


3 TO My Lord, the Apartments are e full of Maſi ue- 
raders nd ſome People of Quality there defire to 05 

Jour Lordſhip, and my Lady. 

La. Town. I thought, my Lord, your Orders had for 

bid this Revelling? 

L. Town. No, my Dear, Manly has defir'd their Ad- 
mittance to-night, it ſeems upon a particular Occafion— 
Say we will wait upon them inſtantly. [ Exit Serv. 
Lua. Town, I ſhall be but ill Company to them. 
I.. Town, No matter: not to ſee them, would on 2 
ſudden be too particular. Lady Grace will aſſiſt you to 


— 


8 
— fey > 


8 
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La. Tow. With her, my Lord, I ſhall be always ealy— 
Siſter, to your unerring Virtue, I now commit the 
Guidance of my future Days «— 

Never the Paths of Pleaſure more to tread, = 

But where your guarded Innocence ſhall lead. 

For in the married State, the World muſt own, 
Divided Happineſs was never known, _ 
To make it mutual, Nature points the Way: 
Let Husbands govern: Gentle Wives obey. 2 
6 
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* Town. 50 here's a 3580 deal of Gs, 
| La: Grace. A great many People, my Lord, but no 
Company —— as you'll find — for here's one now, 
hat ſeems to > have a mind to entertain us. 
[4 Mast, after. ſome affected Geſture, makes up to 
: Lady Townly. 3 
K. i | Ha, * dear Lady zn, ſhar'' we ſee you 
Je and- 51 * 
py Th Town. I don't know ou, Madam. 5 
e. Mask. Don't you, ſeriouſſy? [na Sole Tone, 
Ta. Ton. Not I, indeed. 3 
Mask. Well, that's charming! but can't you gueſs? 
La. Town. Yes, I could 7 Þ S wrong, I believe. 
* That's what I'd have you do. : 
Town. But, Madam, if I don't know you. at al 
$ not that as well? 
Mask. Ay, but you do know me. 
La. Town, Dear Siſter, take her off 0? my Hande; . 
here's no bearing this. LAherd. 
La. Grace. I fancy I know you, Madam. 8 
Mask. I fancy you don't: What makes you think 


ou do? 
La. Grace. Becauſe I have heard you talk. N 
Mask. Ay, but you don't know my Voice, I'm ſure: . 
La. Grace. There is ſomething in your Wit and Hu- 
pour, Madam, fo very much your own, it is ape 
le you can be any Body but my Lady Trifle. | 
ack, [Unmasking] Dear ans. Grace / thou art 4 
harming Creature. 
La. Grave. Is there no Body elſe we know here? 
Mak. O dear, yes! I have found out fifty already. * 
La. Grace. Pray, who are they? 
424.0 charming Company ! there's Lady Ramble 
unt. FR Riot — Lady Aill-Care — Lady ROS 
The La- 


2 ” . 


a 


The” oö 4 Fasba a; or, 
Lady Strip —— - Lad y Pawn - — and the Dutcheß of 


 Single-Guinea. 


. Town, Is not it hard; my Dear! that Peo- 0 
4 


ple of Senſe and Probity, are ſometimes forc d 
ro ſeem fond of ſuch Company)? 
La. Town. My Lord, it will always give me yy 
Pain to remember their Acquaincance, but none\ 
to drop it immediately. 
La. Grace. But you have given us no bud of the 
Men, Madam. Are they yu for any thing? 
Mask. O yes! y ou muſt know, I always find ou 
5 them, by their kalervoun to find out me. 
La. Grace. Pray, who are they? ? 
Mask. Why, for your Men of Tip-top Wit al | 
Pleaſure, about Town, there's my Lord Bite — 
Lord — —- Young Brazen- Wit. — Lori 
 Timberdown —— Lord Join: Life — and — Lon 
Mortgage. 
Then, for your pretty Fellows =" there $ Sir 
Poder Peacock —— Lord Lapwing — Billy Magpye = 
| Beau Frightful — Sir Paul Plaifter-crown, and the = 
4 queſs of Monkey-man. 
Lua. Grace. Right! and theſe are the fine Gentlema 
8 that never want Elbow-room at an Aſſembly. 
Mast. The reft, I pag nova „ by their tawdry, hired 
Habits, are Tradeſmen” s Wives, Inns· of· Court Beau 
Jews, and kept Miſtreſſes. 
I. Town. An admirable Collection! 
Lua. Grace. Well, of all our Publick. Diverſions, Ian 
amaz'd how this that is ſo very expenſive,” and has f 
5 1 to ſhew for i ty "On dn ſo much Company toge 
| r -=— 
L. Town. Ol if it were not Eipenzve, the better ſor 
would not come into it: And becauſe Money can put 
chaſe a Ticket, the Common People ſcorn to be kep 
out of it. 
Magk. Right, my Land: Poor Lady Grace! I ſuppok 
you are under the ſame Aftoniſhmenr, that an Oper 
ſhould draw ſo much good Company. 1 — 
La. Grace. Not at all, Madam; it's an eaſier matte 
| ſure to tie the Ear, than the — 1 
ay 


b! 
th 


i "A 7ourney 10 London. ”% I 
vs no Notion, Madam, of receiving Pleaſure and "= 
profit at the ſame time? 

Mask. Oh ! quite none! unleſs it be ſometimes K 
ping a great Stake; laying down a V ole, ſans prendre ö 
may come up, to the * Pleaſure 3 were ſpeak- | 1 
A. Town. You ſeem attentive, my Dear ? 
La. Town, I am, my Lord; and amaz'd at my | 
own F ollics, ſo ane painted i in another Wo- 
man! 
La. Grace. But ſee, my Lord, we had beſt enn = 
our Debate, I believe, for here are ſome Masks that 
ſeem to have a mind to Ve other People as well as 


ar 


the 


and hemſelves. | 
a Town. The leaſt we can doi is to give them a clear 

Lon then. 

Lan Ts Dance of Masks here, in various chender] 


his Was a Favour extraordinary. 


Enter Manly. 


ö 0 2 1 1 hh we had loſt you. 

Man. 1 ask Pardon, my Lord; but I have been o- 

Iblig'd to look a little after my Country Family. ; 
& Town. We, pray, what have you done with n 


. 
an. They are all in the Houſe here, among the 
Masks, my Lord; if your Lordſhip has Curioſi ity e- 
ough, to ſtep into a lower Apartment, in three Mi- 
Wautes I'll give you an ample Account of them. 5 
L. Town. O! by all means: We will wait upon you. 0 
Lu Scene ſhuts. upon the Masks to a ſmaller OE 5 


Manly re- enters, with Sir Francis Wronghead. 


Hir Fran. Well, Couſin, you have made my very Hate 
Wand an End! Waunds! if what you tell me be true, I'll. 
ſtuff my whole Family into a Stage-Coach, and trundle 
1 into the Country again on Monday Mornin 
Man. Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a way 
to redeem all: In the mean time, place your ſelf be- 
matteflhind this Screen, and for the Truth of what I have told 
you, take the Evidence of your own. Senſes :. But be 
lure you keep cloſe *rill I give you the Signal. P10 


a — 


9. 
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h " Bly: Fram. Sir, I'll warrant you. Ab! my y Lay 
107 Lady Wronghead - / What a bitter Bulincls have T 
MI me inro? - 
Man. Huſh! to your Poſt; here comes one Couſ 
rey. [Sir Fran. retires behind the Screen. Ex. * 


Enter Myrtilla, with Squire Richard, 


Siu. Rich, What! is this the Doctor ; Chamber? 

- Ayr. Yes, yes, ſpeak ſoftly. ; 

3 Rich. 'Well, but where is he? 

Acer. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays 1 
can't do us the good Turn, without Witneſſes: 8. 
when the Count and your Siſter come, you know, i 
and you may be Fathers for one another. 

» $49. Rich. Well, well, Tit for Tat! ay, 47 that wil 

be friendly. 

Mjr. And ſee! here they come. 


Enter Count Baſſet, and Miſs Jenny. 


8. B So, ſo, here's your Brother, and his Bride 
: before us, my Dear. 

Jenny. Well, I vow, my Hearts at my Mouth fil 
I thought 1 ſhould never have got rid of Mama! but 
_ While the ſtood gaping upon the Dance, I gave her the 
be Lawd! do but feel how it beats here. 

C. Baſ. O che pretty Flutterer! I proteſt, my Den 
you have put mine into the ſame Palpitation! _ 
Jenny. Ah! you ſay ſo-——— but let's ſee now 
© Lud! I vow it thumps purely —— well, well, I ſee 
it will do, and ſo where's: the Parſon? _ 

G Baſ. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be ſo good as to ſce if 
the Doctor's ready for us? 
Mr. He only ſtaid for you, Sir: Tl ferch him im. 
mediately. [Ex. Myr 
Jenny. Pray, Bir, am not I to rake Place of Mans 
when I'm a Countess? 

C. Baſ. No doubt on't, my n 1 

Jenny. O Lud! how her Back will be up then, when 
ſhe meets me at an Aſſembly? or You and 1 in out 
Coach and Sir, at Hyde- Park together? | 
C. Baſ. Ay! or www ſhe hears the Box-keepers, af 

an 


., ma 
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a Opers call our ——7% Counteſs of Bafier's Servants! / 
. Well, I fay it, that will be delicious! And 
ven, mayhap, to have a fine Gentleman with a Star and 


Whar-d'ye-callum Ribbon, lead me to my Chair, with 
is Hat under his Arm all the way! Hold up, ſays the 
Chaifmab, and ſo, ſays I, My Lord, your Humble Ser- 
vant. I ſuppoſe, Madam, ſays he, we ſhall ſee you at 
my Lady 2waadrille's! Ay, ay, to be ſure, my Lord, fays 
do in troops I, with my Hoop ſtuff d up to my 
Forchead! and away they trot; ſwing! ſwang! with 
my Taſſils dangling, and my Flambeaux blazing, and 
hl it's a charming Thing to be a Woman of 

‚rö DES Leno als 
C. Baſ. Well! I ſee that plainly, my Dear, there's 
cet a Dutcheſs of 'em all will become an Equipage 
_ —C— - 
Lay Well, well, do you find Equipage, and I'll find 
,,,, e 
Su. Rich. Troth! I think this Maſquerading's the 
errieft Game that ever I ſaw in my Life! Thof, in my 
ind, and there were but a little Wreſtling, or Cudgel- 
playing naw, it would help it hugely ! But what a- Rope 
ort.. : 
C. Baſ. Oh! here he comes, I believe. 


z Ke Enter Myrtilla, with a Conſtable: TEE: 1 
Confl. Well, Madam, pray which is the Party that 


ou Ji 


ms Spice of. my Ofhce here?: 4® 
' Myr. That's the Gentleman. [| Pointing to the Count. 
C. Baſ. Hey-day ! what, in Maſquerade, Doctor? 
Conſt. Doctor! Sir, I believe you have miſtaken your 
Man: But if you are called Count Bafet, I. have a 
Billet-doux in my Hand for you, that will ſet you right 
r „„ * 
C. Bal. What the Devil's the meaning of all this? 
Conſt. Only my Lord Chief. Juſtice's Warrant againſt 
/ ˙˙QUQmTX—u—v— 88 

C. Baſ. Blood and Thunder 

Con. And fo, Sir, if you pleaſe to pull off your Fool's 
Fock there, I'll wait upon you to the next Juſtice of 
Face immediately, _ : 


* - 's ns 5 Jenny. 


- 


„ 


eg 0 "PE ne! what's the matter ? [Trembling 
C. Baſ. O! nothing, only a — * 

my Dear. 

Sgu. Rich. Oh ho! is that all? 
Fir Fran. No Sirrah! that is not all. 

| 1 Fran: coming ſoftly behind the + Squire knocks 0 
down with bis Cane. 


Enter Manly. 
8 Sgqu. Rich. 0 Layd! 0 Lawd! he has beaten my 

| Brains our! - 11 
Man. Hold, hold, Sir Francis; have a little Mer 1 
1 my poor Godſon, pray Sir. . 
Sir Fran. Waunds, Cozen, I han't Patience. r 
C. Baſ. Manly! nay, then I am Blown to o the Devil 7 
14 4 f 


Su. Rich, 0 my Head! my Head! 


Enter Lady Wrongh cad. 


5 La. Wrong. Whar's the Matter, here, Gentlemen? for ; 
Heavens ſake! What, are you murdering my Children * 
Conſt. No, no, Madam, no Murther! only. a little þ 

0 Suſpicion of Felony, that's all. | 
Sir Fran, | To Jenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hol. upon 5 
could find in my Heart to make you wear that Habit c 
as long as you live, you Jade you. Do you know, Hul: 


Tey, that you were within two Minutes of a 
5 1 Pocket? 


A 


C. Baſ. So, ſo, all's out, I find. [Abt 
Jenny. O the Mercy! Why, pray, , Papa is not tht F 
Evan a Man of Quality then? f 

Sir Fran. O yes! one fr the unhang'd ones, it ſeem | 

La. Wrong. | Aſide.] Married! O the confident Thing 
There was his urgent Buſineſs then - ſlighted fol | 
her! I han't Patience! — and for ought J know, | p 
have been all this while making a Friendſhip with in 
Highway-man ! | 

Man. Mr. Conſtable! ſecure that Door there. I 


Sir Fran. Ah my Lady! my Lady! this comes of yout 
Ts to London Bur now ll havea Frolick of my own, 
Madam z therefore pack up your Trumpery this ve 


_ Night 


from Ruin. 


rn TOY 0 T-Ondon. 

or the Moment my Horſes are able to crawl, you and 

your Brats ſhall make a Journey into the Country again. 
La. Wrong. Indeed, you are miſtaken, Sir Francis — 

[ ſhall nor ftir out of Town yer, I promiſe you. 
Si Fran. Not ſtir! Waunds! Madan 


„ 


Man. Hold, Sir — if you'll give me leave a little — 
. fancy I ſhall prevail with my Lady to think better 
;;! ĩ˙—wLN— EET 
| Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin, you are a Friend indeed! 
Man. | Apart to my Lady.] Look you, Madam, as to 
the Fayour you deſign'd me, in ſending this ſpurious 
Letter incloſed to my Lady Grace, all the Revenge 1 
Shave taken, is to have ſav'd your Son and Daughter from 
Ruin —— Now if you will take them fairly and quiet- 
y into the Country again, I will fave your Ladyſhip 
La. Wrong. What do you mean, Sir? N 
Man. Why, Sir Francis — ſhall never know what is in 
this Letter; look upon it. How it came into my Hands 
/ /// / 
La. Wrong. Ha! my Billet- doux, to the Count! and an 
Appointment in it! I ſhall fink with Confuſion!! 
Man. What ſhall 1 ſay to Sir Francis, Madam? 
La. FYrong. Dear Sir: I am in ſuch a Trembling ! pre- 

ſerve my Honour, and I am all Obedience 
7 ß 24.4 
Man. Sir Francis — my Lady is ready to receive your 
Commands for her Journey, whenever you pleaſe to ap- 
—— — 
; Sir Frau. Ah Couſin! I doubt I am oblig'd to you 
Man. Come, come, Sir Francis! take it as you find 
it. Obedience in a Wife is a good thing, though it 
were never ſo wonderful! —— And now, Sir, we have 

9 to do but to difpoſe of this Gentleman, 
Co. Baſ. Mr. Manly! Sir! J hope you won't ruin me. 
Man. Did not you forge this Note for five hundred 
Fannd, Sirs c 
Co. Baſ. Sir ——— T ſee you know the World, and 
therefore I ſhall not pretend to prevaricate But it 
bas hurt no Body yet, Sir! 5 beg you will not ſtigma- 
A | K i eee | | tize 


— 


— 
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mily, I hope you won't be ſo cruel to a young Fellow, 


ſhew it to one, you have been cruel too. 


her, if, in the Fact you are charg'd with, ſhe is a prin- 
_ cipal Witneſs againſt you. However, you have one, 


: Inftant- 


Conſtable! 


my Choice; 1 will not make ſo ill a Compliment to the 
Lady, as not to give her the Preference. 


Come, Spouſe—! am not the Firſt of the Fraternity, 
of another. 

but playing upon the Square. 
Devil. 


. you think it. "An a Reward for her Honeſty, in dete- 
_ Eting your Practices, inſtead of the forg'd Bill, you would 


ä 


tize me! ſince you have 8 my Fortune in One Fa- 


as to put it out of * Power, Sir, to make 1 it in Ano- 
ther, Sir! 

Man. Look you, Sir, I have not much Time to waſte 
with you: But if you expect Mercy your ſelf, you! muſt 


Co. Baſ. Cruel, Sir! 
Man. Have not you ruin'd this young Woman: 2 
„. 
Man. Il know you 8 therefore you can't Who 


and one only Chance to get off with. Marry her this 
and you take oft her Evidence. | | 
Co. Baſ. Dear Sir! - 

Man. No words, Sirz a Wie, ora Mittimus.. 3 
Co. Baſ. Lord, Sir! this is the moſt: unmerciful — * 
Man. A private Penance, or a Publick one 


Co. Baſ. Hold, Sir, ince you are plcas'd to give me 


Man. It muſt be done this Minute, Sir: the Chap- 
lain you expected is ſtill within calls ©: 
Co. Baſ. Well, Sir, — ſince it muſt be is << 


that has run his Head 1 into one Nooſe, to N it out 
My. Come, Sir, don: t repine: Marriage i is, at nt I 
Co. Baſ. Ay, but the wore of the Match too, is the 


Man. Well, Sir, to let you 1 it is not ſo Jud as 


have put upon her, there's a Real One of five hundred 
Pound, to N a newã Honey-Moon with. 

[ Gives it 70 Myrtill 

Co. Baſ. Sir, than; is ſo generous a. A8 ( 

Aen. No Compliments, dear Sir— I am . at 

| ei- 
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kite r now to receive them: Mr. Conſtable, will you be 
ſo good as to wait upon this Gentleman into the next 
Room, and give this Lady in Marriage to him : 7 

Conſt. Sir, I'll do it faithfully. 

Count. Well! five hundred will ſerve to make 2 han- 
ſome puſh with, however. Ex. Count, Myr. and Conflable. 

Sir Fran. And that I may be ſure my family's rid of 
kim for ever. come my Lady, let's even take our 
| Children along with us, and be all Witneſs of the Ce- 
remony. [Ex. Sir Fran. Lady Wrong. Mi/5 and Squire. ; 
Man. Now, my Lord, you may enter. 


Enter Lord and Lady Townly, and Lady De 
L. Town. So, Sir, I give you Joy of your e 


e 

Man. You overheard it all, 1 reſume? 
La. Grace. From firſt to laſt, —_—_ 

L. Town. Never were Knayes and Fools better dif- ” 
WER. 


Man. A fort of Poetical Jaftice, my Lak, not much = 
he Whore the Judgment of a Modern Comedy. _ 
. L. Ton. To heighten that Reſemblance, 1 think, 25 
p. Witter, there only wants your rewarding the Hero of che 

ä able, by naming the Day of his Happineſs. 1 88 
— WEa Grace. This Day, To-morrow, every Hour, I 
> Poe, of Life to come, will ſhew-I want not Inclina- 
out Wn to compleat it. 

. Man. Whatever I may want, kde, you will al- 
2 Wis find Endeavours to deſerve you. 

h L. Town, Then all are happy. 

* 19 Town. Siſter! I * you Jo. conſummate as the 
wr ppicſt Pair can boaſt. 

as 
00% In you, 8 as in a Glase, I ſee. 

Fa * The Happineſs, that once advanc'd to me. 

e So viſible the Bliſs, ſo plain the Way, 

ha How was it poſſible my Senſe could ſtray? 

ting. 2 now, a Convert, to this Truth, I come, 

FE 4 That c e is never found from Home. 
lei- 


Reg EPT. 


Tban that ſhe never was reproach'd with Duty : 


E V- 1 * 0 G 0 1 


| Spoken by Ms. OLDFIELD. 


TE : H 7 N * $ 7 hear ſome Powder'd Criticks ml 
Yn C Damn it / this Wife Reform'd has ſpoil'd the Ply 
( The Coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in Fallia, 
« Have gratiſyd ber Softer Inclination, 
& Have tipt her a Gallant, and clinch'd the Provoatia 
But there our Bard flapt ſhort : For twere uncivil 


T*bave made a modern Belle, all o'er a Devil! - 


Ae hop'd, in bonour of the Sex, the Age 
N ould bear one mended Woman on the Stage. 


ie whence, you ſee, by Common Senſe Rules, 


Wives might be govern'd, were not Husbands Fools. 


Mhat-e er by Nature Dames are prone to do, 


They ſeldom ſtray, but when they govern you. 
MN hen the wild Wife perceives her Deary tame, 


No Wonder then foe plays him all the Game. 


Bui Men of Senſe meet rarely that Diſaſter; 4 
Homer take Pride, where Merit is their Maſter : 


Nay, foe that with a Weak Man wiſely lives, 


Will ſeem t obey the due Commands ſhe gives! 


Happy Obedience is no more a Wonder, 

When Men are Men, and keep them kindly under. 
But modern Conſorts are ſuch High-bred Creatures, 
They think a Husband's Power degrades their Featutt 
That nothing more Proclaims a Reigning Beauty, 


* " 
a, — 
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25 hat the ond Bleſſing Hav oi er r ſow; , 
bk in 4 Spouſe Incurious, and Content. 


75 give fuch Dames a d rem Caf of mash, 
| By calling home the Mind, theſe Scenes were wrought, © 
8 if, with @ Hand too rude, the Task is dom, © 
Me bope the Scheme, by Lady Grace laid down, 
Vi all ſuch Freedom with the Sex attone. 
TA That Virtue there unſoil'd, by modiſh Art, A 
Þ 1 Throws out Attraction * 4 _ [ Heart. 3 8 


hion, 


= rm, You then, Loder, whoſe e Log 
n ve 30u the foremoſt Fame of Happy ae 
Protect, for its Attempt, this helpleſs Play; 'Y 

| Nor leave it to the vulgar Taſte, a Prey : 


Appear the frequent Champions of its Cauſe, N 
Direlt the Crowd, and give yourſelves Applauſe, 


5, 


be 
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